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TO 

HIS GRACE 

THE 

Dttlte of JBuccUncfj ani> €lmtwsben^, 

Sfc. Sfc. Sf'C. 

My Lobd Duke, 

I AM proud to have the honour 
of dedicating to your Grace the following Volumes, 
containing the fruit of many years painful but 
pleasant labour:— thus following the example of 
4[i( late Mr. Pinkebton, and the justly-esteemed 
Sir Walter Scott, who have inscribed their in- 
valuable Collections of Early Song to your Grace^s 
Noble Ancestors. 

These Reliques of other years, which Baye for 
their object the celebration of the acts of Kings, and 
the warlike deeds of Heroes, and which so often haye 
cheered the halls, and gladdened the hearts of the 
good and the brave, will be found, I sincerely trust, 
worthy of a place among those that have preceded 
them : fcnr, as their preservation becomes a bounden 
duty on all true and patriotic Scotsmen, I have 
gleaned, with pious care, every fragment that could 
tend to illustrate the History and Antiquities of 
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Scotland ; and the Manners, Modes of Living, Re- 
ligions, and Superstitioos of its Inhabitants, as well 
as their Feelings and Customs, in the fourteenth, 
fifteenth, sixteenth, and seventeenth centuries. 

May your Grace reap that pleasure, on a peru- 
sal of these Tales of the Olden Times, which has 
been experienced by thousands, is the earnest wish 
of one who has the honour to be, 

Mr Lobs Dukb, 

Your &BAC£^8 

Most obedient humble Servant, 

PETER BUCHA)^ 
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INTRODUCTION. ^^ 



In all ages, and by all nations o£ the world, even in a 
rude and a barbarous state, has the voice of song been 
cherished, and made to express the natural feelings of 
a grateful, a joyful, a brave, and a geneixms heart. 
Much has beefh written on the nature and composi- 
tiA of: Song, but it all tends to shew that it had its 
origin in love and gratitude. Love to the Supreme 
Creator first inspired the muse to tune the heart to 
nng his praises, and the wonders of indefinite crea- 
tion, and' gratitude continued the song. When man 
was taught the duties he owed to a Deity, and the obli- 
gations he waa dflUy under for his jH^servatioD, he tes- 
tified the same in the fulness of his heart, byithe ador^ 
ation given in his mdming and evening songs. Reli* 
gion and love axe synonymous, and expressed in, t^e 
sweet and delightful .jcadence of poetical imagery and . 
numbers. When the dawn of nature first began to 
^ead its benign influexwe over the infant mind of man, 
and the light of religion dispel the dense mists of hea«i 
then darkness, it was like the burstings of a rapid river 
firom its channelled course ; the longer it ran the wider 
VOL. I. A 
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the breach^ and the deeper the stream the smoother ther 
eurrent.-— Such was the ease regarding poetical refine- 
ment ; and such was the happiness of man^ when the 
first rays of light brdce through the dark andjilmost 
impenetrable douds of ignorance and superstition. Po- 
etical sublimity has paved the way to the cultivation 
of man's taste^ and the refinonent of kis manners and 
mcHralsJ ^irrevious to the art or discovery of writing 
and printing, the religion^ the laws, and the histories 
of times, families, and particular events, were preserved 
and handed down from one generation to aaothei^ by a 
race c^ people called Bkuids, Bazds, Scdlds^ Senachies, 
Minstrels, &c. who were wost to dug Uieir tbeoies cf 
religion, love, friendship, war, or history. Tb^ woe 
in great esteem both amongst the Ciauls and Britonsu 
Their function and name doth yet reittain Miioag aU 
those nations which use the old firitish tongue : a uJiU 
mudi honour was ^ven to them in many places, that 
their persons were accounted sacred, aad their houses 
sanctuaii^ nay, in the height of their enmities^ when 
they managed the cmellest wars one ^igainst aootheri 
and^ised their victorieB as severely, yet (ktso Batds aad 
their retinue had free liberty to pass aad i^ass at their 
pleasure.* The noUes, when they came to ^em, recdved 
Ulem honoumbly, and dismissed them withg^sj They 
made castos, and these not inelegant, which the rfaapso* 
Aisis reeited, either to the better sort, or else to the vul* 
gar, who were yety deskons to hear them ; and some* 
times they sung to musical instruments They w&te o& 
ten nudntahied by the chief of the andent dans, and by 
some wealthy men, kept on purpose to oommemcmite 
iheir ancestors!, and first of their families, in genea* 
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lo^ea which they got by heart. In this ease, m^iijK 
iy to the Birds and SaiacMes^ as the preservesi of 
aacient leoords^j Taoitos says, that the tongs of th^ 
Germy Bards were their only annals* And JoanaeM 
MagnuSj Ardihishop o£ Uplal^ acknowledges^ that inJ 
eooipiling the Histcn-y of the Ancient Gaths^ he had no^ 
other records but the songs of the Bards. As these 
songs made an illustrious figure at etery festival^ they 
were conveyed in every fiunily 1^ paveats to th^ dlil* 
dren, and in that manner were kept alive before writ* 
ii^ was known. It is to ihis vanity akme, that we owe 
the preservation and the remaini of ancient poe^. 

The Bands nmde an early i^ppearance in Scotland ; 
fiir« *' beneath the moBS*cov«red rock of Lona, near his 
own loud stream^ gray in hb locks of age, dwells Clon- 
iaal>, king of harps." They delivered their mysterious 
de^kines in verses entrusted entirely to memory, which, 
as a part of their education, their pufnls were taught 
to repeat* They were the imtctes, prophets, priests, 
philoiot^ers^ poets, lawgivers^ judges^ phyMcians, and 
teachers of the Gauls ; as their Bards, like the Ger« 
man Scalds, were, more especialty^ tlieir poets^ histo- 
rians or annalists, and musicianb : those Cimimunicated 
^kek Imowledge and precepts also in verse ; and these 
" mmg Ihe batttes «f heroes^ and the b^l^inng boaoma 
of love.*' The firat traditiemid reco^s and eompositicms 
of all nations were poetical ; and that verse> from ens- t 
torn, was continued, as most impressi!^ and memora- 
hlcw <« subjects thought worthy of preserVatyqj Ame- 
rica has ; Asia, Greece, and Italy had their Bards, as 
well as Gaul ; and the Scalds of the North were equally^ 
honoured and famous in Germany. And till of lat% 
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ere were idnerant Bards, or strolling MinstrelA;^ wBc^ 
performed upon harps, and sung and recited heroic and 
other hallads. To these rural Minstl^ls^ I am con- 
vincedf we are indehted for the preservation o^.many 
of our fine old ballads and song8>; many of which will 
be found to enrich this Collection, culled with the 
greatest industry and care from among the sons and 
daughters of the North. 

• Poetry has been long and justly esteemed as the no- 
blest ebullition of the human soul. Its uses are as 
various as its power is unbounded ; and let not the 
vulgar mind ridicule ted abuse its votaries as trouble- 
some and useless members of sockty. But I speak not 
to tiiose whose Acuities are contracted within the nar- 
row sphere of sordid gain ; but to^ those whose ideas 
are extended, whose minds are refined, and who can 
cultivate a taste for polite literature amid the mdre 
weighty concerns of business. In the first ages, poetry 
was generally used to perpetuate the memory of some 
great event, to sing the praises of heroes, and to honour 
the remains of those who fell in battle. Some nations 
(as the Arabians do at present) distinguished the 
various genealc^ies of their tribes and families in verse, 
which was conveyed from father to child as a «Ort of 
patrimony. fThe ideas of the ancient Bards were 
generally simple and sublime, and expressed in lan- 
guage at once natural, nervous and fiery ; every sen- 
timent sprung from real feeling, and every word (such* 
was their conciseness) seemed indispensably necessafy* 
to the harmony of the whole. And, although many^ 
of these bards, or minstrels, were both untutored and 
unlettered, their songs are the language of the hearty 
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amd speak the sentiments of the soul, in familisdr 
Te rse. ( 

It becomes us then^ as the advocates of a national 
concelsn, not to weary in this honoured labour of love ; 
but to strain every nerve^ to preserve from the fast de- 
caying hand of time, a remnant of those wild flowerft 
which have garnished the antique halls of an ancient 
race of warriors, now long forgotten except in the sweet 
voice of magic song. And, although much has been 
done, still much remains undone, in collecting those 
mutilated fragments of our early ancestor ;— -those 
graphic relics of antiquity, which delineate men and 
manners, kings and heroes, things natural and super- 
natural, not as they exist now, but as they were once 
believed to be. It must therefore be gratifying to 
every liberal-^minded man of taste, and every lover of 
Ms country, to find there are still labourers who de« 
light to glean in the vineyard of traditionary song, 
and snatch from the beds of oblivion, what have at 
oiie time contributed to the greatness of kings, the 
pleasures of the commons, the inspiration of heroes, and 
been the wonder and delight of ages. Even to the 
man of letters, as well as the literary antiquary, they 
become interesting. 

No one has yet conceived, ncnr has it entered the 
mind of man, what patience, perseverance, and general 
knowledge are necessary for an editor of a Collection 
of Ancient Ballads; nor what mountains of difficul- 
ties he has to overcome ; what hosts of enemies he has 
to encounter ; and what myriads of Httle-minded quib* 
biers he has to silence. The writing of explanatory 
notes is like no other 'species of literature. History 
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throwf little light upon their or%in^ or the eaoae 
which gave rise to their composition. He has td grope 
his way in the dark ; like Bunjan's pilgrim, on erossing 
the ralley of the shadow of death, he hears sounds and 
noises, hut cannot, to a certainty, tell from whence they 
come, nor to what place they proceed. The one time, 
he has to treat of fabulous ballads in the most roman- 
tic shape ; the next legendary, with all its exploded, 
obsolete, and forgotten superstitions ; also history, tra- 
gedy, comedy, love, war, and so on ; all, perhaps, 
within the narrow compass of a few hours,— so varied 
must his genius and talents be. 

The Ballads themselves are faithfully and honestly 
transcribed, and given as taken down &om the mouths 
of the reciters : they have suffered no change since 
they fortunately were consigned to me by their foster 
parents. There are many of them, however, much 
like those already published, but under different 
names: of these I have been careful to advise my 
reader ; also, when and where I have found such like- 
ness. From such proceedings, it will then be seen that 
I have acted as candid and upright a part aa within the 
compass of the power of any one situated under simi- 
^ lar circumstances. I have spared neither money nor 
\trouble, in procuring the most genuine and best 
authenticated copies of all the Ancient Ballads in the 
following pages, and flatter myself I have succeeded be- 
yond any of my cotentporaries. I have also been able 
to complete many of the very best pieces hitherto only 
found in mutilated fragments, even in popular and es* 
teemed collectiona ; and trust they will ferra a Taluable 
acquisition to the libraries of all thote interested in the 
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IiMtaiy pf Seottish litoratmriB. But, as ptrftcdon buf 
99t yet been %ke lot of many no one will expect that 
fia^k a wack as this can be altogether firee o£ &ult8> and 
that it is impossible to please every reader : as this is 
the casoj fij great ambition is to gratify those of a 
kindred spirit^ whose ears are ever open to the recital 
of the ta^ of other years ; of their country and its 
inhabitants^ their loves and wars, jo3rB and woes, as de- 
lated by worthies, who once, like themselves, filled 
an honourable situation in life; who shared in the fes- 
tivities fuC th&t day ; but who are now, unless in the 
songs of their mirth and sadness, exploded from the me- 
ipories of a forgetful world. Yet a remnant shall be 
saved ; the h^ers of Ancient Minstrelsy will find many 
of those ditties that gladdened the hearts of their an- 
cestorsi and cheered the warlike halls of their an- 
cient and noble possessors, to enrich the work now be« 
fbre them. Although the labourers in this field of tra- 
ditionary Song have, of late, proved abundant, and 
6ieir ^etmuigs made with pious care, their works will 
show how thin their harvest has been. And, I may 
add, every year is making it n^ire and more so, by the 
demise o£ some worthy matron, or hoary-headed sire, 
who is silently sliding away at the command of ruth- 
less death, to where the sons of the morning sing to- 
gether in endless concert* There ar^ still, though now 
&w, some beautiinl and sweet iQorsels of the dden times, 
to be fimnd among the aged and venerated people of the 
North, that have escaped the moat diligent researches of 
these modi^ni reapers. As mueh of our traditionary 
history, particularly local> is blended with the femHy 
esploita of the timea, as recorded in the olden ^Uads, 
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tteir preserTation becomes necessary^ and a profitable 
source of xxsefal information and delight, not only to 
the antiquary, but to every one who feels an interest 
in the decayed memories of their forefathers— who 
wish to cherish a national ^irit, and who ace anxious 
to support the time-worn structure, and felling towers 
of Ancient Scottish National Sono. Let them 
then rouse each latent feeling, and encourage those 
who make such studies their delight, and who take 
pleasure in preserving them. 

As man has a thinking principle within him, he ii 
conscious that nothing in this world can perfect his 
happiness^ so that he flies from one object to another, 
with a view of lessening his misery, or increasing his 
pleasure; and, as times and ages change, so do his 
** manners, feeling, and dispositions ; what was his ^ay to- 
day, may become his sorrow to-mmrow. He has at 
length discovered, that, in recovering the vestiges of 
the Men times, he anticipates a mental satisfaction rare- 
ly arisii^ from the pursuits of vice. The Uterature of 
past ages has engrossed the study and attention of al- 
most every civilized and learned man. He can judge 
from the works of imagination, the state of the minds 
of his ancestors, and the manners and characters of a 
rude, or an enlightened people, in their native colour 
and dress. And, as of late years, there has been more 
than an ordinary enquiry after the poetical reliques of 
our early history, much has been preserved from the 
wreck of ages — old things have become new, and a re- 
novation of our Scottish literature seems to have taken, 
place in all the plenitude of its strength and beauty. 
The darksome ages that gave birth to the mental at- - 
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thieranexxts of our fore&thers> are now forgbt ; an& 
that spirit only which lay sleeping in the tomb of for^ 
getfiilness, arises with the vigour it was wont to show 
in its chivalric deeds : And, although the age of knight* 
errantry sand chivalry have passed entirely away^ those 
emotions of heroic feeling are still alive in the breasts 
of many. The human heart still retains the same sen- 
timents c^ honour, and the lofty magnanimity of the' 
glory of past ages. 

To these kindred spirits, do I then offer the pride t£ 
my toils ; — the only legitimate history of the super- 
stitions and times in which they were conceived. In 
them, the lives and actions > of kings, nobles, and cona^ 
mens, will be found delineated with the artless and 
unassuming pen of nature : their ancestors pourtrayed 
in their true colours, and a display of those deeds which 
gave rise to their first ambition and greatness. Should, 
then, the following volumes meet with that encourage- 
ment which I anticipate, I will not eat the bread of 
iileness, but still persevere in culling and garnering 
up for the sons of Scotsmen yet unborn, those sweetly 
variegated blossoms which bloom in the straw-covered 
cot« among the silvery-headed monuments of living 
antiquity, in the North of my native Isle. 

Long, and perhaps tiresome, as this Introduction has 
been to many of my readers, I must still add a few 
wcnrds more, partly by way of showing my fervent 
gratitude, and partly by way of explanation of what 
follows.— -In the first place, it is necessary to say by ^ 
what means I became possessed of so manj^ valuable 
reliquet as adorn the following pages, as some tf my 
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fccptical Raden may tlexk tlktm fa ge iiei ; boi m il 
k imposiilile fi)r nra fc^ ijntkfy eveiy penon, I nuifl 
adopt Ike riiortasl method, bf lagring, tha* the gUBtlcv 
part af them was takta dowu bj myself dudaig^ the kst 
tefi or twifttre yaan, firom tfaa nngiog and laiitatioB of 
^d BWii and women, in varioua parts of Scotland, but 
ehiefly in Aberdeenshire : othws were sent me by la»* 
dies and gentlemen of the highest respectability, on 
whose words^ as to their authenticity, I coald safdy 
iipend^ but as it would be too tedious to name them 
all, ahhoygh to all my ^anks are due, I shall on** 
fy particiilarijie Hugh Irtimk, Esq. Drum; IAal^ 
TSRA, a young lady in Abeideen ; and Mr Jamkb Ni« 
\ €0L, Stcichen. I must alto mention that I was much 
indebted tp the roMtation of jAiist Raiikiii, an old 
man, bluid from his birth, with a most vetentive me- 
mory, and who is at this moment gathering for me 
what ean be gleaned within the circle of a large 
and extemive aequaintanee ; as it is my most earnest 
wish, and gseatest pleasuve, tx> preserve eeery fiaigment 
and literaiy monument of our eariy anoestiois, that can 
fllustrate tlieliisUny and times in whidi they had their 
tf istenee on this tetvestrial ball, however modi and 
unjustly I ma^ be reprobated, as of late I have been, 
by ignorant persons, under a false show of modesty and 
graces And, although thk m (he fimt ajttempt of the 
Mnd that waa evw made In the Norths I tvust k will 
not be the last; to among our heath-elad hiils the roata 
as well as the thirties giow-^in the glena, speags of 
iSbt wHlow ere to be found, and the harp of Apolb 
4)AenheaFi! 



\ 
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M J best acknowledgments axe not less due to Johv 
RicHABDSON, Esq. of Pitfour, Pitfour Castle, Perth* 
iAk\ie, for the loan of a curious and! interesting^ old MS. 
Tolume of Poems. On tlie first page of this M& ]# 
written— «^ This Buick perteens to a yeria liononraUe 
womane, Maigarat Robertsoune, relict o£ Trnquhile 
Alexander Steuart of Bonskeid^ Anno Domim 1630." 
I am isfbrmed she bdonged to the Lude family, and thft 
Poems are those referred to by General Stewart of 
Garth, in his Sketches of the Highlands, as eQ9taini% 
proofs of the aidvanced state of literature in the High* 
lands in tbe 1 7th century. Of this collection I in- 
tended to have given freely ; but on arriving at Edui- 
bui^h, I found the work so far advanced in the print- 
ing as to prevent me from giving more than two pieces as 
a specimen, which will be found at the end of this In- 
troduction. However, in a forthcoming volume, which 
has already been called for, as my Ballad-store is not 
yet exhausted, J will then avail myself of its contents, 
and draw upon it largely. 

I shall now close this Introduction by observing, 
that, among the many gentlemen of rank and respec- 
tability, who have interested themselves not a little in 
the success of this publication, am I indebted to 
Charles Kirkpatrick Sharps, Esquire, Edinbui^h, 
and to whom I beg to ofier, with every sense of respect 
and esteem, my most rincere thanks for the trouble he 
has taken in revising the proof-sheets of the Ballads as 
they emanated from the press, as my living at such a 
distance from Edinburgh prevented my own correc- 
tions. No one, however, that knows the refined taste 
and superior judgment of this gentleman, in everything 
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dD&nected with Ancient Scottish Lifteratnre, will re- 
gret my absence. The Introduction and Notes are as 
they camefix)m my pen. A tribute of grateful respect 
h also due to all those who have encouraged the work 
by their friendly patronage, as without patrdbs all my 
labours would have been lost. 

To avoid the imputation of vanity, I am anxious to 
state, that the Portrait prefixed to this volume has been 
given at the special request of some of my friends in 
Eiinbuxgh, who have taken an interest in the publi- 
cation. 

PETER BUCHAN. 

P£T£RHEAX|, October 1828. 
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ITS A VONDEK TO SEE HOW THIS VORLD 
DOES GOE. 

Sumtyme have I sein whein the vorld hes bein mirrie, 
Accepted with melancholly, hot now its gnram sad ; 

Sumtyme have I sein whein the vorld not bein wearie. 
What toyll, or vhat travell^ vhat cress we have had. 

Now sighing for singing, our mynd is confused, 

Now laughing for louing, we loath that we loued ; 

Kejoycing, reposing, nothing hot in woe. 

Its a vonder to sie how this vorld does goe. 

The planets ar changed thair contrary cours. 
And he that vas heighest is lowest broght down ; 

And he who was vorthiest now is grown vorst. 
Marc Yenus and Mercuric zeild to the Mone. 

The Heavins had & hermon, bot now is grown heirs. 

In mouing thair mover, and chainging ther vers ; 

Such chainges, too strainges, as Neptune doc, 

Its a vonder to sie how yis vorld does goe. 

Now Fortoun turns mad, and Venus a wich. 

Blind Cupid, that fondling, knows not quhur he flies ; 

Ther is noe man respectit, bot he that (is) riche. 
True waillour and vertue ar sucken in the skyes. 

The gallants ar gayest that gritest can glut. 

The fellow is fynest that veirs the Frence hat ; 

Goe fatlands for hatbands, and shaikers also. 

Its a vonder to sie how this vorld doth goe. 

The siUie puir peddleris that liuis on ther packs, 
Ar loupen to lordschipes, and lives on ther rent ; 

Now gallants and greit men ar all gone aback, 
Thay dap al in cationrie for skiprigs yai spent. 

Now he (is) ane lord that lait was ane doun. 

And she is ane ladey that lait was a loun ; 

Cum hurly, cum burly, the vsurer so, 

Its a vounder to sie how this vorld doth goe. 
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JAMES HERUIE* 

My love band me with a kine, 

Yat I sould DO langer stay ; 
Quhen I felt so sweit a bHsse, 

I had les pouer to paht away ; 
Allace yat woman doth not know, 
Kisses mak men loth to goe ! 

Zes, she knawes it hot too wdl, 
For I hard when Venus done, *' 

In her eares did sofUie tell, 
Yat kisses wer the sealles of loue ; 

Och much not then though it be so, 

Kisses mak men loth to go ! 

Wherfor did she thus inflame^ 

My de83rre8 heats my blood ; 
Instantlye to quenche the same, 

And sterue whom she had given foode ; 
I, I, ye oomming sence can sbo. 
Kisses mak men loth to goe ! 

Had she bid me goe at first. 
It wald neer haue greud my hairt ; 

Hoop delayd had bein worst, 
Bot och to kisse, and then to pairt ; 

How deip it strode, speak, gods, you kno. 

Kisses mak men loth to go ! 
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^tt Patrick ^ens. 

Thx King sits in DunfermUne town, 

A^ drinking at the wine; 
Says, Where will I get a good skipper 

Will sail the saut seas fine? 

Out it speaks an ddren knight 

Amang the ocmipanie,— - 
Young Patrick Spens is thb best skipqier 

That ever saiPd the sea. 

The king he wrote a braid I^ter, 

And seaTd it wi^ his ring; 
Says, Ye'U gi'e that to Patrick Spens, 

See if ye can him find. 
VOL. I. B 
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He sent this, not wi^ an auld man. 

Nor yet a simple boy, 
But the best o' nobles in his train 

This letter did convoy. 

When Patrick looked the letter upon 

A light laugh then ga^e he; 
But ere he read it till an end. 

The tear blinded his e^e. 

Ye^ll eat and drink, my merry men a\ 

An' see ye be weell thorn ; 
For blaw it weet, or blaw it wind, 

My guid ship sidls the morn. 

Then out it speaks a guid auld man, 
A guid death mat he dee,-» 

Whateverye do, my guid master, 
Tak' God your guide to bee. 

For late yestreen I saw the new moon, 

The auld moon in her ann. 
Ohon, alas ! toys Patrick Spens, 

That bodes a deadly storm. 

But I maiin sail the seas the mom. 
And likewise sae maun you ; 

To Noro^way, wi' our king's daughter,— 
A chosen queen she's now. 
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But I wonder who has been sae base. 

As tauld the king o' mee : 
Even tho^ hee ware my ae brither. 

An ill death mat he dee. 

Now Patrick he riggM out his ship, 

And smled ower the faem ; 
But mony a dreary thought had hee, 

While hee was on the mmn. 

They hadna sailM upon the sea 

A day but barely three ; 
Till they came in sight o' Noroway,' 

It's there where they must bee. 

They hadna stayed into that place 

A month but and a day. 
Till he caused the flip in mugs gae roun\ 

And wine in cans sae gay ; 

The pipe and harp sae sweetly played. 

The trumpets Joudly soun'; 
In every hall where in they stayed, 

Wi' their mirth did reboun.' 

Then out it speaks an auld skipper, 
An inbearing dog was hee,-« 

Ye*ve stayM ower lang in Noroway, 
Spending your^king'^s monie. 
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Then out it speaks Sir Patrick Spens,«— 

O how can a* this bee ? 
r ha^e a bow o^ guid red gowd 

Into my ship wi^ mee. 

But betide me well, betide me wae. 
This day I^se leave the shore ; 

And never spend my king^s monie 
'Mong Noroway dogs no more. 

Young Patrick hee is on the sea^ 

And even on the faem ; 
Wr five-an^fifty Scots lords' sons. 

That lang'd to bee at hame. 

They hadna sailed upon the sea 

A day but barely three ; 
Till loud and boistrous grew the wind. 

And stormy grew the sea. 

O where will I get a little wee boy 

Will tak' my helm in hand. 
Till I gae up to my tapmast, 

And see for some dry land ? 

He hadna gane to his tapmast 

A step but barely three ; 
Ere thro' and thro' the bonny ship's side. 

He saw the green haw*8ea. 
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There are five-an-fifty feather beds 

Well packed in ae room ; 
And ye'*ll get as muckle guid canvas 

As wrap the slup a** roun^ ; 

Te**!! pict her well, and spare her not. 
And mak^ her hale and soun\ 

But ere he had the word well sj)oke 
The bonny ship was down. 

O laith, laith were our guid lords^ sons 
To weet their milk-white hands ; 

But iang ere a* the play was ower 
They wal thdr gowden bands. 

O Jaith, laith were our Scots lords' sons 
To weet their coal-black shoon ; 

But Iang eye a' the play was ower ^ 
They wat their hats aboon. ^ 

It's even ower by Aberdour 

It's fifty fathoms deep, 
And yonder lies Sir Patrick Spens, 

And a^s men at his feet. 

It's even ower by Aberdour, 
There's mony a craig and fin, 

And yonder lies Sir Patrick Spans, 
Wi' mony a guid lord's son. 
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Lang, lang will the ladyes look Jj 

Into their morning weed, 
Before they see young Patrick Spens 

Come sailing ower the fleed. 

Lang, lang will the ladyes look 

Wi' their fans in their hand, 
Before they lee him, Patrick Spcns, 

Come sailing to dry land. 



Lady Margaret sits in her bower door 
Sewing at her silken seam ; 

She heard a note in ElmondVwood, 
AncI wished she there had been. 

She loot the seam fa^ frae her side. 
And the nec^e to her tae ; 

And she is on to ElmondVwood "^ 
As fast as she couM gae. 

She hadna pu^d a nut, a nut. 
Nor broken a branch but ane, 

Till by it came a young hind cbiel, 
Says, Lady lat alane. 
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O why pu^ ye the nut, the nut. 

Or why brake ye the tree ; 
For I am fcnrester o' this wood. 

Ye shou'^d apiev leave at me? 

ni ask leave at no liviog man. 

Nor yet will I at thee ; 
My fkthev ia king o*er a^ this realm. 

This wood belongs to me. 

She hadna pu.U a nut, a nut. 
Nor broken a branch but threes 

Till by it came him young Akin, 
And gar^d her lat them be. 

The highest tree in ElmoodVwood, 

He's pu'd it by the reet ; 
And he has buik fi3r her a bower 

•Near by a hallow seat. 

He's built a bower, macfe it secure 

Wi' carbuncle and stane ; 
Tfao' ivaveJlers were never sae nigh 

Appearance it had mme. 

He's k^t her there in EhnondVwood, 
For six lang years and an^ ; 

Till ax pretty sons to him she bear. 
And the seventh she's brought home. 
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It fell anoe upon a day, 

This guid lord went from home ; 
And he is to the hunting gane, 

Took wi'.him his eldKt son. 

And whesk they wore on a guid way, 

Wi^ slowly pace did walk ; 
The boy'^s heart bang something wae. 

He thus b^an to talk :— 

A questicm I wou^d ask, fiaher, 

Gin ye wou\lna angry be. 
Say on, say on, my bcmny boy,- 

Ye'*se nae be quarrelTd by me. 

I see my mither^s dbeeks aye weet, 

I never can see them dry ; 
And I wood&r what aileth my mither 

To mourn continually. 

Your mither was a king*s daughter. 

Sprung frae a high d^^ree ; 
And she might ha^e wed some wcnrlhy prince, 
' Had she nae been stown by me ; 

I was her father^s cup-bearer. 

Just at that fiital time ; 
I catchM het on a misty night. 

Whan summer was jn piime ; 
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My luve to her was most siiicere^ 
Her luve was great fcM* me; 

But when she hardships doth endure, 
Her foUy she does see. 

rU shoot the buntin' o'the bush. 

The linnet d" the tree. 
And bring them to my dear mither, 

See if she^ll merrier be. 

It fell upo' another day. 

This guid lord he thouj^ht lang, 
And he is to the hunting gane^ 

Took vrY hpi his dog and gun ; 

Wr bow and arrow by hk side, 

He's aff, single, alime; 
And left his seven children to stay 

Wr their mitheir at hame. 

O, I will tell to you, mither. 

Gin ye wadna angry be. 
Speak OB, qpeak on, my little wee boy, 

Ye*8e nae be quarrellHl, by me. 

As we came frae the hynd hunting. 
We heard fine muuc ring. , 

My blescdngs on you, my bonny boy, 
I wish rd been tjiere my lane. 
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He^s ta^en his mither by the hand, 

His six brilhers also, 
And they are on thro' ElmondVwood, 

As fast as they couVI go ; 

They wistna weel where they were gaen, 
Wr the stratlins o' their feet ; 

They wistna weel where they w&pe gaen 
Till at her father^s yate. 

I hae nae money in my poclret. 
But royal ri^gs hae three ; 

I^U gie thto you, my little young son, 
And ye^U walk there for Me ; 

Ye'li gi^e the first to the proud porter. 

And he will lat you in ; 
Ye'li giV the next to the butler boy. 

And he will show you ben ; 

Ye'll ^'e the third to the minstrdi 

That plays before the king ; 
Hell play suecess to the bonny boy. 

Came thro^ the wood him lane. 

» 

t He ga'e the first to the proud porter, 

And he openM an^ let him in ; 
He ga'*e the next to the butler boy, 
And he has shown him ben ; 
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He ga'e the third to the minstrel 
That played before the king ; 

And he playM success to the bonny boy 
Came thro^ the wood him lane. 

Now when he came before the king, 

Fell low down on his knee ; 
The king he turned round about, 

And the saut tear bhnded his ee. 

Win up, win up, my bonny boy. 

Gang frae my companie ; 
Ye look sae like my dear daughter, 
. My heart will birst in three. 

If I look like your dear dau^ter, 

A wonder it is none ; 
If I look like your dear daughter,— 

I am her eldest son. 

Will ye tell me, ye little wee boy, 
Where may my Margaret be ? 

She's just now standing at your yates, 
And my six brithers her wi\ 

O where are all my porter boys 

That I pay meat and fi^, 
To open my yates baith wide and braid ? 

Let her come in to me. 
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When she came in before the king, 
Fell low down on her knee : 

Win up, win up, my daughter dear. 
This day; ye*ll dine wi' me. 

Ae bit I canno^ eat, father, 
Nor ae drop can I drink, 

Till I sd^ my mither and sister dear 
For lang for them I dunk. 

When she came before the queen, 
Fell low down on her knee : 

Win up, win up, my daughter dear, 
This day ye^se dine wi^ me. 

Ae bit I canno^ eat, mither. 
Nor ae drop can I drink. 

Until I see my dear aster. 
For lang for her I think. 

When that these two sisters met, 
She hail'd her courteouslie : 

Come.ben, come ben, my sister deax, 
This day ye"se dine wi' me. 

Ae bit I canno' eat, ristw. 
Nor ae drop can I drink, 

Until I see my dear husband. 
For lang for him I think. 
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O where are all my rangers bold, 
That I pay meat and fee, 

To search the forest far an"* wide. 
And bring Akin to me ? 

Out it speaks the little wee boy,-— 
Na, na^ this maunna be ; , 

Without ye grant a free pardon, 
I hope y^VL nae lum see. 



O here I grant a fr^ pardon, 

Wdl sealed by m^ own han^ ; 
Ye may make seardi for young Akin, 

As soon as ever you can. 

They searched the country wide and braid^ 

The forests far and near ; 
And found him into £lmond\3-wood. 

Tearing Ms yellow hair. 

Win up, win up, now young Akin, 

Win up and boun wi' me ; 
We^re messengers come from the court, 

The lung wants you to see. 

O lat him take frae me my head. 

Or hang me on a tree ; 
For ^ce Fve lost my dear lady, 

Lifers no pleasure to me. 
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Your bead will nae be touched, Akin, 

Nor hang'^d upon a tree ; 
Your lady's in ber fatber's court, 

And all be wants is tbee. 

Wben be came in before tbe king, 

Fell low down on bis knee. 
Win up^ win up, now young Akin, 

Tbis day ye'se dine wi' me. 

But as tbey were at dinner set, 

Tbe boy a$ked a boon ; 
I wah we were in tbe good churcb, 

For to get Cbristendoun; 

We ba'e lived in guid^jiieen wood 

Tbis seyen years. and ane ; 
But a' tbifi.tim^ since e'er I ioind. 

Was never a cburcb within. 

Your asking^s nae sae giieat, joay boy. 

But granted it sball be ; 
Tbis day to guid cburcb ye sball gang. 

And your.ipitber sball g^g you wi.' 

Wbenunto tbeguid ehurcb 9he <^ine, 

Sbe at tbe door did stan' ; 
Sbe was sae sab* sunk down wi' sbame, 

Sbe cou'dna come farer ben. 
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Then out it speaks the parish pnest. 
And a sweet smile gae be ;-^ 

Come ben, oHue ben, my lily flower^ 
Present your babes to me. 

Charles, Vincent, Sam, and Dick, 
And likewise James and John ; 

They called the eldest Young Akin, 
Wluch was Us father^s name. 

Then they staid in the royal court. 
And liv^d wi^ mirth and glee ; 

And when her father was dec^d, 
Hdr of the crown was she. 



It fell about the gude Yule time 
When caps and stbups gaed roun^ ; 

Down it came him young Wata^, 
To welcome James, our king. 

T&e great, the great, radea' together; 

The sma* came a* behin'; 
But wT young Waters, that brave knight. 

There came a gay gatherin\ 
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The hosse youog Waters rade upon. 

It cost him hunders nine ; 
For he was siller shod before. 

And gowd graith had behin^; 

At ilka tipjnt o^ his horse mane 

There hang a siller bell ; 
The wind was loud, the ^eed was proud. 

And ttiey gae a sindry knell. 

I 

The kii^ he lay owet^s castle wa^ 
Beheld baith dale and down ; 

And he Jbdield him, young Waters, 
C<Hne riding to the town. 

He turned him right and round about, 
And to the queen said he,-« 

Who is the bravest man, iny dame. 
That ever your een did see ? 

I've seen lairds, and Fve seen lords. 
And knights o' high d^ree ; 

But a braver man than young Waters 
My e^en did never see. 

He turned him right and roun' about. 
And ane ai^y man was he ; 

O wae to you, my dame, the queen, 
Ye might ha*e excepted me ! 
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Ye are nae iaird, ye are nae lord, 5 
Ye are the king that wears the crown ; 

There's na^ a lord in fair Scotland, 
But ynto you maun a^ bow down. 

O, lady, €ot your love chpicin^, 

Ye shall win to your will ; 
The morn, or I eat or drink, > 

Young Waters 111 gar kill. 

And nevertheless, the king cou'd say, 
Ye might ha> excepted me ; ' ' 

Yea for yea, the king cou^d my^ 
Young Waters he shall, die. 

^likewise for your ilLwyled words, 
Ye sail haV cause to, mourn ; ■ 

Gin ye hadna .been sae big w^ child, 
Ye on a hill su^d burn. 

Young Waters, came befiire the icing, ^^ 

Fell low down on his knee ; 
Win up, mn up, young Waters, 

What's this I hear o' thee ? 

t 
Wbftt ails the king at me, he said, 

What mIs the king a(;me ? 
1% istauld me the day, ^r knight,, 

Ye\e done me treasonie. . , ; 
VOL. I. C 
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Liars will lie on f^ gad# «Ml^ 

6ae wai ibey do oa me ; 
I wudnA wish to be the mmr 

That Bars on wudoa Iie« 

NeverthdbM, the king cou*d tay^ 

In prison stwuig g«ftg ye ; 
O yea for yea, the king cou'd say. 

Young Watetd ye dwdl die* 

Syne they ha^ ta'en hkn, young Wit«mi» 

Laid him in prison Strang; 
And left Mm there wi' ftttere bOttn\ 

Making a heavy mane. 

Aft ha'e I riddtti thto' Striteling tow^ 
Thro' heavy wind and weet ; 

But n^'er rtid^ I thiro' Stm^if^ tMttt 
Wi' fetters on my feet 

Aft baV t ridden thiro' Stritefingtowi, 
•Hiro' heavy wind afid rain ; 

But ne*er rade I thro' Striveling town> 
But thought to ridden't again. 

They brought him to the heading MU^ 
His horse, bel and his saddle ; 

And they brought to the heading IM^ 
His youi^ Km in hift ttttHe 
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wlynd tlMj . bBM^ to tW htadkig ^ 

His bounds faitiU « Imtk; 
And ihey bfwgiit tiH the bending hi«^ 

His gDs-hawk in a j«8s. 

King Jamte be then laiie up t^ JiiH^ ; 

And mony a manbiai wi'; 
And catted on Us tnis^ VS^ 

To come right iqpeedilie^ 

Yell dd'ye tt> tb* Bail •• Mar, 

Forhettlsdd^iiiifaitt; 
Bid hiihk loese the bfawl frae Me boifii,. 

Youii^ Watefcs for to ML 

O gqdeftrbid^ ibaEM Jte^irfd^ , \^ 
The bbeiiiU^^ ft' tne V 

That gUs Tonai^ Walicftdisi 



Then,tefaa8 looBVUuE'linMtjr brandy 

And cas^eat ki tfaeaea ;. 
Sajs, Never lai then! get m fanind; 

Till itideme back ttt ] 



Thescaflbid it prepiired wao^ 
And he did mount it ilie ; 

And.a^ speeOatora that trere iheefe^ 
Thesaut.taM^bbttfttibii'ttW . 
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O kid your tongue^ my bwlhicii dewv 
And mourn nae mair for me ; 

Ye're teelui^ grace frae a graodesa feoe, 
For there is nane to gie. 

Yell tak* a Int b* canyas claidi, 

And pit it ower my ee; 
And Jack, my man, yell be at handy 

The hour that I 8U*d die^ 

Syne aff yell tak' my Uuidy sark, 
Gie it fair Mai^aret Grahame ; 

For flbe may ctirae the dowie ddl 
That broQ^t King James, himhame. 

Ye'lllridheriMk* her T)ed narrow, "> 

And mak? it naeways wide ; 
For ^ bwi^er man than youhg Wate» 

Will ne^er itredL 1^ ha* sidet 

Bid har do. wed to toy yotmg sod, 

And gie him nurses tbiree; 
For fpn he live to be a man, - 

Eng James will gar him die.: If 

He called upon the headsman, then, 

A purse o' gowd him gae ; 
Says, Do your oflBce, headsman, boy. 

And m^^ nae mair delay . 
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Qhead me scxm, O hiead me clean, ■ .' 

And pit me out o" pine ; 
For it 1? by tbe kingV e(»nmand,-— 

Gang head me till his min^ 

Tho' by him I'm condemn^ to die, 

I'm lieve to his ain kin ; 
And for the truth, PU plainly tell, . 

I am his sister's son. 

Gin ye're my sister^s son, he said. 

It is unkent to me ; 
O mindna ye on your sister, Bess, 

That lives in the French couiitrie. 

Gin Bess then be your mitber dear, 

As I trust well she be ; 
G^e'hame, ga)e hame, young Waters, 
^ Ye'se ne'er be slain by me. 

But he lay by his napkin fine. 

Was saft as ony silk ; 
And on the block he laid his neck, 

V&'as whiter than the nrilk. 

Says, Strike the Wow, ye headsman boy, 

And that right speedilie ; 
It's never be said here gaes a knight. 

Was ance condemn'd to die. 
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Tht bcftd wai ta*eft fhie yonng Watery 
And mony tears for him fhed ; 

But moir did mourn for fiur Margaret, 
At ravings the lyet.mad. 



Fair lady Itabel att in her bower tewii^ 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
'Share Ae heard an elf-kiught blawiag his horn. 

The first morning in May. 

If I had yon horn that I hear blawiiq^. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
And yon elf-knight to sleep in my boaom^ 

The first morning in May. 

This muden bad scarcely these wixrds spohai, 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
Till in at her wmdow the el£4inight has liippen. 

The first morning in May. 

Its a very strange matter, fur mfdden> said be, 
Aye as the gowans grow gay, . 

I canna^ blaw my horn, but ye call OH mCt 
The first morning in May. 
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Bm$ fin yp «9 ta jpn gcABowood 4Asi^, 

Aye as the g^aQ9 grow g«j ? 
If y9 <amft' &mgj I V4II cau9e ypu to nde. 

The first morning in May. 

He lQi$)t 09 a hme^ and she on another* 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
JUd they rode on to the greenwood (ogellief^ 

The first morning in May* 

Li^ dawn, }^t down, lady I«abe)« said b^ 

Aye as the gowa«s grow gay ; 
We are come to the plamwbf^ ye«|»^i»^ 

The first monung in Mf^* 

Ha'^e mercy, hsCe mercyvlund nr, on me, 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
TSl ance my dear father and mother I see. 

The first mcmiog in May. 

Seven kings^ dai^ters bflr#jiae I akin. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay; 
Andye shall be the dgbt o^llieQv 

1% first morning in May. 

O nt down a whUe, lay your head on my knee, 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
That we mj hae «)Biere8t.hdfar« that I ^, 

The first motninf in May. 
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She.ttFoak'd him sae fast, Iht nearer he liid oreep, 

Aye as the goivans grow gaif ; 
%Vr A sma' charm she lulM )iim fast aakep, 

The first morniog in May. 

Wr his ain sword belt sae fast as she ban^ him. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
Wi^ kis ain dag-durk sae sidr as she dang hkm^ 

The first mormng in May. 

« 
If seven lungs^ daughters here ye haV slain. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay, 

Jjp0 fe liere, A htisbmd to them a\ 

The first moijping in May. 



The lady standit^in her bower door. 
As straight as willow wand ; 

The blacksmith stood a little forebye, 
Wi' hammer in his hand. 

Weel may ye dress ye, lady firir, 

Into your robes o^ red,' 
Before the mom at this same tin^ 

I^U gain your maidenbead. 
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Awa', awaV ye coal^bladc-simth, 

Wou^d ye dp me the wraag. 
To think to gain my maidenhead. 

That I hae kept aae lang. 

Then she has hadden up her hand^ 

And she sware by the mdd, 
I wu'dna be a blacksmith^s wife. 

For the full o' a chest o^ gold* 

I'dnrather.I were dead and gone, 

And my body laid in grave, 
Ere a rusty stock o' coal4rihK:lL-smitb^ . * ^ 

My maidenhead shou'd ha^e» 

But he has hadden up bis hand, . 

And he sware by^the mass, 
m cause ye be my light leman, 
For the hauf o^ that and less. 
\:!horus. — O bide, lady, Ude, 

And aye he bade her bide ; 
The rusty smidi your leman shall be, 
_^ For a' your muckle pride. 

Then ^be became a turtle dow, 

To fly up in the air ; 
And he became another dow, 
. And they flew pair and pair. . 
O bide, lady, bide, &c. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



16 

She turned hmwU iaio ao ari. 

To swim into yon biir%; 
And he beoftme a ^ptckl^i trottt^ 

To gie the eel a tmn. 

O bide, lady, bide, &c. 

Then she became a duck, a duck» 

To puddle in a peel ; 
And he became a rose*kaim^d drake. 

To gie the duck a dreel. ^ 

O bide, lady, bide, &e» 

^ She turned hersell into a have. 
To rin.iy)on yon hill ; 
And he became a gude grey hound. 
And boldly ha did filL 

O bide, lady, lude, &e. 

Then she became a gay grey miffe. 

And stood in yood^ Aag^ ; 
And he became a gilt saddle, 
Aud sat upon her back. 
Chorus.^^WaM she wae, he held her sae. 
And still he bade her bide''; 
The rusty-smith hat lemaawas, 
For a"* her muckle pride. 

Then she became a faet girdle, 
And be became a cake ; 
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4 And a* the wbjb die turned hend!. 
The blacksmith was her make. 
""■ W«i she wae, &c 

She turn'd herscU into a ship, 
To sail out ower the flood ; 

He ca'ed a nail intill her tail. 
And syne the ship she stood. 
Was she wae, fcc 

Then she became a silken jdaid. 

And stretch'd upon a bed; 
And he became a green covering. 
And gained her muden-head. 
C%oru#.— Was she wae, he held* her sae. 
And still he Hkde her tnde; 
The rustj»smith h«* kman was^ 
For a' her muckie pride. 



Lady Xlnikine sits in her chamber^ 
Sewing at her silken seam, 

A chain of gold for Childe OwIet„ 
As h# gpQi out 9nd in. 
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But it fell ance upcm a day, 

She unto him did say ; 
Ye must cuckold Lord Rondd/' 

For a*" bis lands and ley. 

O cease, forbid. Madam, he says. 
That this shouM e^er be done ; 

How would I cuckold Lord Ronald, 
And me his aster^s son ? 

Then she^s taVn out a little penknife, 

That lay below her bed ; 
Put it below her green stay's cord. 

Which made her body bleed. 

Then in it came Km, Lord Ronald, 

.Hearing his lady's moan ; 
What blood is this, my dear, he says. 

That sparks on the fire stone ? 

Young Childe Owlet, your aster's son. 
Is now gane frae my bower ; 

If I hadna been a good woman, 
rd been Childe Owlet's whore. * 

Then he has ta'en him, Childe Owlet, 
Lmd him in prison strong ; 

And all his men a council held, 
How they wou'd work him wrong. 
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Some said, they wouM Childe Owlet hang; 

Some said they wou'd him bum ; 
Some sakl they wouM hare Childe Owlet 

Between wild horses torn. 

There are horses in your stables stand. 

Can run right speedilie ; 
And ye will to your stable go, 

And wile out four for me. 

They put a fo^ to ilka fo(^, 

And ane to ilka hand ; 
And S6i^ them down to Darling muir, . 

As fast as they couM g^mg. 

There was not a kow m Darling muir. 

Nor ae piece o* a rind. 
But dTB^^i o' Childe Owlet's blude, . 

And pieces d* his skin. 

Therc^'was not a kow in Dading muir. 

Nor ae piece p'a rash ; 
But draf^t o' Childe Owlet's blude, 

tfLnd pieces oMiis flesh. 
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There ar« flixteealtng milet Fm tm^ 

Between my bve and tne; 
There are«ght o' them in gode drf Iflnd, 

And other ci^t l^ sea* 

Betide me life, betide md deadly 

My love Fll gang and aae i 
JUtho'.ber fnends tbey do nm haK 

Her love b fft^ for ma 

Of my ooaJb lU I9ah8j| Ira^ 

And o^ my sark a aaU ;^ 
And o^ my otfia ^ gude tajmaati. 
Dry land till i come tilL 

Tkaao' hit ooat hei'a itudna hoat^ 

And o^ his sark assail; 
And o^ hiscans a giida lapniat^ 

Dry land till faecamis lUk 

He 18 on to Annie's bower door^ 

And tirled at the ^;— * 
O sleep ye, wake ye, my love^ Aimie, 

Yell rise lat me oome in. 
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, O who 18 this at my bower doof ^ 
Sae weK that kens my name t 
It is your true lore, sweet WiUae^ 
For you IVe crossed the faem* 

I am deeply swom^ Willie^ 

By fiuher and by mother; 
At Idrk or market where we meet^ 

We dar'na.own each oth^« 

Jkad I am deeply 8wor% T¥iUie^ 
By my bedd brotiters three ; 

At Idsk or market where we mieet, 
I dar^na aptok to thee; 

Ye take your red fan in your hani^ 
Your whke fan owier yoor een; 

And ye majr awear, andaare your <litll^ 
Ye saw^aa me come uw 

Y^ti^sMiii ymit atmarti^ 
And oairy melayotir bed'>; 

And ye may 8W8ar» and eatv yoor mA^ 
Your bower I neter treads 

She'ate^Wnh^ cei fimia her iMid^ / 
The white fim oNrer Jiar^eft;. > 

It waatoawear :«nd lai^etiief 'oMti|' : 
Shesaw'nahimoaBBiein. i 1 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



8t 

She's ta^en him in her anus twa. 
And carried him to her bed ; 
It was to swear and save her oath, 
' Her bower he never tread. 

They hadna kiss'd nor bve clapped^ 
As lovers do when they meet ; 

Till up it waukens her mother, 
Out o' her drowsy sleep. 

Win up, win up, my three badd sona, 
Win up and make ye boun** ; 

Your aster's lover^s in her bower. 
And he^s but new come in. 

Then up it raise her three bauld sons. 
And girt to them their iHrand ; 

And they are to their sister^s bower 
As fast as they cou^d gang* 

When they cfl^e to tliar aster^s bower; 

They sought it up and down ; 
jbit there was neither man nor boy. 

In her bower to be foun\ 

Then! out it s|)eaks the first o' them, 
We^U-gang and lat her be ; 

For th^re is nmther man ncur boy 
IntiU her ccanpanie. . . , ^ 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



33 

Then out it speaks the seccmd son, 

Our travel's a** in vain ; ' 
But mother dear, nor fiither dear, 

Shall break our rest again. 

Then out it speaks the third o'theiii, 
(An ili death mat he die !) 

We'll lurk amang the bent sae brown, 
That Willie we may see. 

He stood behind his love's curtains, 
His goud rings show'd hiin light; 

And by this ye may aH weell guess, 
He was a renowned knight. 

He^s Acfae him to his love's stable. 
Took 4>ut his berry-brown steed ; - 

His love stood in her bow^ door. 
Her heart was like to bleed. 

mourn ye for my coming, lave ? 
Or for my short stjaying ? 

Or mourn ye for our safe dnd'ring. 
Case we nevfer meet again ? 

1 mourn nae for your here coming. 
Nor for your staying lang ; 

Nor mourn I for our safe sind'ring,— 
I hope well meet again. 
VOL. I. © 



..** 
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I wiflli ye may won »fe awajr^ i» 

And safely frac the town ; 
For ken you not my brothero three 

Are 'mang the bent sae brown. 

If I were on my berry-browa ateed^ 
And thi^ mileil frae the town, 

I woudila fear your three bauld biotlfin, 
Amang the bent sae brown. 

He leint him ower hiH Saddle baw» 
And kiss'd her lips sae sweet 5 

The tears that fell between these Mt^ 
They wal his great steed's feet 

But he wasna on his bwrry-brown st6e^ 
Nor twa miles frae the town^ 

Till up it starts these three fierce med^ 
Amang the bent sae brown. 

Then up they came like three fieree mdn, 

Wi' mony shout and cry ; 
Bide still, bide rtill, ye cowardly youdi^ 

What makes your haste away ^ 

For I must know before you go^ 
Tell me, and make nae Ue ;-^ 

If ye've been in my sister's bower, 
My hands shall gar ye die* 
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• Thb* Tve hem in your aater> bower, 
I have nae fe^r o* thee ; 
m stand my ground, and fiercely fight, 
And shall gain victorie. 

Now I entrfsat you for to ?t*y, 

Unto us gia n w^d ; 
If ye om^ vf ords do iH>t obey, 

Tseigar your bpdy bleed. * 

I have nae wad, says n^^t Willie^ 

Unless it be my braQ4 ; 
And that sbpH guard my feir body, 

Till I win &ae ypur hand. 

TheQ twa d" thepi st^pt in b^bliidf 

All in a fuiibus ipee^ ; 
The third or t^iem qune i^ be^f , 

And seized W s bffry rb|»^w^ ste^ 

O th§n hP ^^Tfifwkk maty brn^t 
That hangdpfTi by b^ gare; 

And he fm slw Jbfisf %(^ jS^fx^ vfm^ 
And left ikm^ sp^irfiflg t^i^ 

Then wcfti Iw g«P^ tp ^ nip^^ 

In bed where sbe fl^pt foi^t' : 
T\^ Wilfti? b94 W h«r tbn?^b»qI4 Ww, 

Amang the bent y^e brown. 
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yhen she has cut the locks that hung 

Sae low down by her ee ; 
Sae has she kiltit her green claithing 

A little aboon her knee. 

And she has on to the king'*s court. 

As fast as gang cou^d she ; 
When fiur Annie got word o* that, 

Was there as soon as she. 

Her mother when before the king, 

Fell low down on her knee: 
Win up, win up, my dame, he s^d. 

What is your wUl wi"* me ? 

My wills they are not sma\ my liege, 

The truth I'll tell to thee : 
There is' ane o' your courtly knights 

Last night hae roUbed me. 

And has he broke your bigly bowers. 

Or has- he stole your fee ? 
There is nae knight into my ^court 

Last night has been frke me*; ' ^ 

Unless 'twas Willie d* Lauderdale,' ' ' 

Forbid that it be he ! 
And by my sooth, says the auld womaii,* 

That very man is he. 
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For he has broke my bigly bowers, 
And he has stole* my fee ; * 

And made my daughter, Ann, a whore, 
And an ill woman is she. 

That was not all he did to me, 

Ere he went frae the town ; 
My s^lGis sae true he fieAely slew, 

Anang the bent sae brpfn. 

Then out it spake her daughter Ann, 
She stood by the kipg's knee ; 

Ye lie, ye lie, my mother dear, 
Sae loud's I hear you lie. , 

He has not broke your bigly bowers, 

Nor has he stole your fee ; 
Nor made your daughter, Ann, a wh^re, 

A good woman V\\ be. 

j\Itho' he slew your three baiild sons, 

He weel might be forgien ; 
They wei^ well clad in armour bright, , 
Whan my love was him lane. 

Well spoke, well spoke, the king replied. 

This tanking pleases me; 
For ae kiss o* your lovely mouth, 

I'll set^our true love free. 
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.Shc*8 taen the king in her arm^. 
And kissed him cheek and chin ; 

He then set her behind her love^ 
And they went »nging hame. 



My boy was scarcely ten years auld. 
Whan he went to an unco land, 

Where wind never blew, tror cocks ever crew, 
Ohon ! for my son, t^some Brand. 

Awa' to that king's court he went. 
It was to serve for meat an' fee ; 

Gude red gowd it was his hire. 
And lang in that Idng^s court stay'd he. 

He hadna been in that unco land. 
But only twallmonths twa of three ; 

Till by the glancing o' his fe. 
He gain'd the love o' a gay lady e. 

This ladye was scarce eleven years auld. 
When on her Idve she was right bauld; 

"She was scarce up to my right knee, 
When oft in bed wi' men Vm tauld. 
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But wbea naoe moi^s mm oome andgane. 
This ludje's face turned pale and wane. 
To Leespne Brand rfie then did say. 
In this place I c|in nae mair stay. • 

Ye do you ito my fkber^s slable. 
Where steeeb do ;^iid baith wigbt and able ; 
Strike moe >0* tbem 4ipoP dike back, 
• The ipxriftaBt^^ilii^e Us lieaA n ^ap. 

Ye take Mm out upo* the gnen^ 
And get him saddled and inidkd semi ; 
Get ane for 32pa,anither foTime, 
And lat as ride out oweir the lee. 

• • - * 

Ye do yen to my nodier^ coffer, 

And GUtiofit ye^ 4iike jny tooher; 
TherSn aw«ix1y]tfaou8Biid pouads,* 
Which £31 to me by inght belongs. 

He^s dope hkn^ heriatbo^stidile, 
Where steeds *stood bakh ^i^sbt aad laMe ; 
Then be fs^^e^aie iqpon the back. 
The swiftest gae hk head a Jwi^p. ♦ 

He\iM'en(fasmiout upo^ tbegBsisn, 
And got him saddled and btidled socn ; 
Ane-for him, and another ibrfa^. 
To carry tbem baith wi' insight and virr! 
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He's done him to ber mothers coffer, 
And there he's. taen his lover's tocher; 
Wherein were sixty thousand pound. 
Which all to her by right belonged. 

When theyAiad ridden about six mile. 
His true love then b^an to fail ; " 

wae's me, ^d that gay lady^ 

1 fear my hack will gang ip, threol 

O gin I had but a gude midwife, 
Here this day to save my life ; 
An^ eajse me o' my misery, 
O dear how happy I wou'd be ! 

My love, we're far frae ony town, 
There is nae midwife to be foun' ; 
But if ye'U be content wi' me, 
I'll do for you what man can dee. 

« 
For no, forno, this maunnabe, » 

Wi' a sigh, replied this gay ladye ; 
When I endure my grief au^ pain, 
My companie ye maun re&ain. 

Ye'U take your arrow and your bow. 
And ye will hunt the deer and roe ; 
Be sure ye touch not the white hyndc. 
For she is o' the woman kind. 
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He took sic {deHsiire in deer and roe, * 
Till he forgot his gay l$idye ; 
. Till by it came that milk- white hynde, 
And then he mind on his Jadye syne. 

He hasted him to yon greinwood tree, 
For to relieve his gay ladye ; 
But fmmd his ladye lying dead, 
Likfprays her young son atiier head. 

His mother lay ower her castle wa\ 
And ^e beheld baith dale and down ; 

And.slie beheld young Leesome Brand, 
As he came riding to the town. 

Get minstrels for to play, she said, 

And dancers to dance in my room ; 

For here. comes my son, Leesome Brand, 

And he comes merrilie to the town. 
J. 

• 

•Seek nae minstrels to pl^, isolher, ' : 
Nor dancers to dance in your room ; 

But tho'^ur son comes, Leesome Brand, 
Yet he comes sorry to the town. *^ 

I hae lost my gowden knifo,. 

1 rather had lost my ain sweet life ; 
And I hae lost a better thing, 
The gilded sheath that it was in. 
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Are thei^ Me gowdsmtlis htm in Fifc^ 
Can make to you anither knife ? 
Are tbere nae sheafth^mafcers in the land. 
Can make a sheath to Leesome Brawl ? 

There are nae gowdsimlliB here in Fife, 
Can make tne «ic a gowden k«fe ; 
Nor nae sheatK-ttakerB in the land, 
Can make lt> me a dieath again* 

There neW was man in Soolland hatB, 
Ordained to be so mudi forlorn ; 
IVe lost my ladye I lovVl sae <kar, 
Likew^s the son she did me bear. 

Put in your liand at my bed bead, 
There yell God a gude grey horn ; 

In it diree Apaps o* Samt FsuPs ain blude, 
Tliat hae been tbere sm^ be was bom. 

Dri^ tt& o'^hem ^'* your ladye. 
And ane iqx>^ your Ikde y^ang won ; 

Then as Hv^ they win 4>e « 
As the %Bt night ye bought them hame. 

He put his hand 'fit bfir bed liead, 
Akud )there he found «^de grey hom ; 

Wi^ three-dmps o'Suit PauPs ain bkide, . 
That had 'been tliere mC he was bom. 
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Then hfe drapp^d twa on hit Iftdye, 
And ane o^ them on his young son ; 

And now they do as lively be. 

As the first day he brought tfiem home. 



CSetk CaniML 

Clerk Tatnas lor'd htt*, fair Antit6, 
A* well as Mary lovM her son ; 

But now he hates her, fiur Annie, 
And bates the lands that she llTes in. 

Ohon> alas ! said fair Annie, 
Aks I this day I fear 1^11 die ; 

But I will on to sweet Tamas, 
And see gin he will pity me. 

As Tamas lay ower his 0mi window, 
Jiist as the sun was gaen down. 

There he beheld her, fair Annie, 
As &9xe caine walking to the to#ti. 

O l^hctfe arc a* my well-Wight men, 
I wat, that I pay meat and fee. 

For to lat a' my bounds gsmg loo^ 
To hui^ this Tile whore to the scft. 
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The houncU they knew the lady well, 
And nane o' tfiem they wou'd her bite ; 

Save ane that is ca'd Gaudy- where, 
I wat he did the lady smite. 

wae mat worth ye, Gaudy-where, 
An ill reward this is to me, 

For ae Kt that I gae the lave, 
I'm very sure IVe gi^'en you three. 

For me» alas I there^s nae remeid, 
Here comes the day that I maun die ; 

1 ken ye lov**d your master well, * 
And sae, alas ! for me, did I ! 

A captain lay ower his ship window, 
Just as the sun was gaen down ; 

There he beheld her, fair Annie, 
As she was hunted frae the town. 

Gin yelH^lvke father and mither, 
And s^ Vim ye your friends and kin. 

Gin yell forsake your lands sae broad. 
Then come and I wili take you in. 

Yes, ni forsake baith fatjier and mither. 
And sae will I my friends and kin, 

Yes, I'll forsake my lands sae broad, 
And come, gin ye will take me in. 
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Then a' thing gaed frae faute Tamas, 
And there was naethhig byde him wi^ ; 

Then he thought lang for Arrandella, 
It was fair Annie for to see. 

How do ye now, ye sweet Tamas ? 

And how gaes a' in your oountrie ? 
I'll do better to you than ever I've done. 

Fair Annie, gin ye^U come atf see. 

O Guid forbid, said fair Annie, 
That e^er the like fa^ in my hand ; 

Wou'^d I forsake my ain gude lord. 
And follow you, a gae-throtigh-land ? 

Yet never-the-Iess, now sweet Tamas, 
Ye*ll drink a cup o' wine wi' me ; 

And nine times in the live lang day, 
Yoiur fsdr claithing shall changed be. 

Fair Annie pat if> till her jlRSk' 
Sae did she till her milK*w!dite chin, 

Sae did she till her flattering lips. 
But never a drap o^ wine gaed in. 

Tamas pat it till his cheek, 

Sae did he till his dimpled chin ; 

He pat it tiH his rosy lips. 
And then the well o' wine gaed in. 



N 
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\ piunfl^ said Ii«i «ro ill to bide ; 
^ere is the day that I maun die \ 
Julke this cup &ae me, Aimiey 
' For o' the same I am weary. 

And sae was I, o^ you, Tamas, 
When I was hunted to the sea ; 

But Ym ga? bury ypu in state. 
Which is mair Uian ye'd done to mt. 



fi)e ^ueeu of ^cotlanti. 

O TxQj Muir, my lily flower, 

An askiqg I'll ask thee ; 
Will yc come tp my bigley bpFcr^ 

Apd driuk the wine w' m^ ? 

My dame, (his is too much honour 
You have ponfi^rr^d on m^ | 

rm sure it's mw than IVe de^orv^d 
Fra^ sic a qw a? the^. . 

In Reekie^s towers I ha'e 9 t^irer. 
And pi^tur^ rpuod H 9^; 

There is a bed thftf iff wel) fPf4«r 
Where ypu wd I fflwW 1^. 
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1 J- . . \ 

Of -T. 1 



O God forbid^ ibia youlb ibeQ iii4. 
That ever I drie sic blaflne ; 

As ever to touch the queea^s bodie^ 
Altho^ the king't frae hame. 

When that be bad these words spoktOf 

She secretlj did say ;— 
Some evil I diaU work this mm^ 

Before that it be day. 

Whan a' her maids were gane to bed^ 
And knights were gane frae bame ; 

She calTd upon young Troy Muir, 
To put fire in h^ roovi. 

An asking, «iung, Troy Moil» 

An asking ye^JJ grant Die; 
O, if it be a lawful thing. 

My dame iCs granted be. 

There ia a stane in JoBgKjfflm^ 

Nae ane lifts it forme ; 
But if that ye wou^d lift the samc» 

A brave man FU ea** thee. 

Under yofi itaHe Aere is a ]pi^ 

Most dreary lor tb lae; 
Aad in it th^s.as mneh md gawd 

As buy • dukadmn to dMe. 
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if I had ae sleep in bed. 
And n*w the morning sun ; 

As soon's I rise and see the skies, 
Your will it shall be done. 

When birds did sing, and sun did rise, 
And sweetly sang the lark; 

Troy Muir to the garden went. 
To work this dreary wark. 

He's ta^en the jstane then by a ring, 

And lifted manfuUie ; 
A serpent that lang wanted meat, 

Round Troy Muir's middle did flee. 

How shall I get rid o' this foul b<east, 
It's by it I muist dee ; 

1 never thought the queen, my friend, 
Wou'd work this mischief to me. 

But by there came a. weeUbir'd may, 

As Troy Muir did tauk ; 
The serpent's furious rage to lay. 

Cut aff her fair white pap* 

As soon a# she ike same had done. 
Young Troy MiA was set free ; 

And in ane hour the wound was heai'd 
That nae mair pain had sht. , 
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Says Troj Muir, My lily Rawer^ 

Ye ha'e released me ; 
But befinre I see another day, 

My wedded wife ye'se be. 

He married her, on that same day. 
Brought her to his ain hame ; 

A lovely son to him she bate, 
When full nine months were gane. 

As heaven was pleased, in^a sbo^ itime. 

To ease her .first sad pain ; 
Sae was it pleasM, when she^d a s<m, 

To ha'e a pap again. 



(Ttie €arl of fSUt'ti Daughter. 

It was intlU a pleasant tiniB, 

Upon a simmer^s day. 
The noble Earl of Mar'a daughter 

Went forth to sport and play. 

As thus she did amuse hersell * 

Below a green aik^tree. 

There she saw a sprightly doo 

Set on a tower sae hie, 
VOL.1. K 
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O CowuiieidoQ, fliy k>ve sae tetie^ 

If ye^U come down to me, 
Ye'se ha'e a cage o' guid red^owd 

Instead o^ i^mple tree : 

ni put gowd bkigers toun^ your <»ge> 

And riUer roiitC your W; 
r U gar ye shine as fidr a bird 

Ab ony o^ them a\ 

B«t abe hadnae these ivcrds well spoke^. 

Nor yet ibese words well Bad, 
TiU Cow-me^oo flew -frae the tower. 

And lighted on her head. 

Then she has brought this pretty bird 
Hame to her bowers and ha' ; 

And made him shine as £ur a bird 
As oiiy o"* them a\ 



When day wvsigan^ mA nig^ wascMne^ 

About the e^renig tide; 
This lady s^^'aspiigfatljryoufil * 

Stand sinugfat iqyby her side. 

From whetioe*oila^9<e^ young fihacn f A/b siud,. 

That does sar^te me sair ; « 

My door was boMed i%biisecnre ; 

What way h#(i'ye comfe h^re P 
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had your tongue, ye lady fair, 

Lat a* ycmr folly be ; 
Mind ye not oq your turtle doo 

Last day ye brought wi' thee ? 

O tell me mair, young man, she said. 
This does surprise me now ; 

What country ha'e ye come frae ? 
What pedigree are you ? iX 

My mither lives on foreign isles^ 
She has nae mair but me ; :.:a ic^' 

She is a queen o' wealth and state. 
And birth and high degree. 

Likevke weli ^slull'd ki magic spells, 
Asyemayglainlj^D; / . , 

Amd «he itffaii^orHi^d me to y^n shape. 
To charm si4oh maidd as diee. 

I am a doo the lirelsasig day, 
4 sprightly ywrth at iiigbt; . 
' This aye gars m^ appear mair fair 
In a fair maiden's s^t. 

•» 
And it was4Hit tfiifi||feiTa day 
That I came ower tfaejsea; ' 
Your lovely face did me enchant,^ 
ril live and dee wi' thee. 
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O Cow-me-doo, my luve sae true^ 
Nae^inair frae me ye*se gae. 

That^s never my intent, my luve,. 
As ye add, it shall be sae. 

O Cow-me-doo, my luve sae true. 

It's time to gae to bed. 
Wi' a' my heart, my dear marrow. 

It's be as ye ha'e said. 

Then he has staid in bower wi' het 
Eor sax lang years and ane. 

Till sax young aons.to. him she baire, 
And the seventh she's brought hame. 

But aye as ever a child was bom. 

He carried them away ; 
And brought, them to his mither^s oarc. 

As fast as. he cou^d fly. 

Thus he has stud in bower wP her 
For twenty years and three; ^ 

There came a lord o^ high renown 
To court this.fiiir kdie. 

But stiU his proflR||«he refused, 
. And a** his presents too; 
Says, Fm omtent to Uve alane 
Wi' my bird, Cow-me-doo. 
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Her father sware a solemn oaih 

Amang the nobles all, 
The mora, or ere I eat or drink,| 

This bird I will gar kiU. . 

The bird was sitting in his cage, Iji ( 
And heard what they did say ; " ' 

And when he found they were dismist. 
Says, Waes me for this day. wf 

Before that I do langer stay. 

And thus to be forlorn, 
rU jgang unto my mither's bower. 

Where I was bred and bom. 

Then Cow-me-doo took£ight and flew . 

Beyond the ragingse^ ; 
And lighted near his mither's castle 

On a tower o'. gowd sae hie. 

As his mither was wauking out. 

To see what she cou^d see ; 
And there she saw her Httle son 

Set on the tower sae hie. 

Get dancers here ta|dance, she said^ 

And minstrells for to play ; 
For htre^s my young son, Florentine, ' 

Come Here wi' me to stay. ., y 
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Get nae dancers to dance, mither. 
Nor minstrells for to play ; 

For the mither o' mj seven sons, 
The moam's her wedding-day. 

O tell me, teli inef Flor^tine, 
Tell me, and tell me true ; 

Tell me this day without a flaw. 
What I will do for you. 

Instead of dancers to dabce, mitftor^ 

Or minstrells fdr to play; 
Turn fi}ur.^ttid*twenty wall-wi^t men 

like storks^ in feathers gray ; 

My seven sons in seven swans^ 
Aboon their ^liead^to fled ; 

And I, mysell, a gay go».hawk, 
A bird o* h^ degree* 

Then mdmH said the q[iieen heraeU^ 
That thing^s too hi^ for me ; 

But she a{q[ilied to an auld womah. 
Who had mak skill than dbei 

Instead o' dancers ^dtficd a dance, . 

Or minstrells foi^ V^7> 
f*otu:-and-twtoty waUUw^;ht men 

lUi^'d Hrds o' feathers griy ; 
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Her seven sons in seven swans, 

Aboon their heads to flee ; 
And he, hioiseU, a gay gos-hawk, 

A bird o^ lugh dfg^. 

^his flock o' birda topk %bt and flew 

Beycmd the ringing i^a; 
And li^idednear the £^1 Mar's castle. 

Took shelter in every tree. 

^hey ware a flgck o'.pietty birds 

Bight comeiy to be seen ; 
The people view'd thena wi' su|^rise 
As they daqc'd oq the green. 

These birds ascended frae the tree, 

And lighted oiAhe ha' ; 
And at the last wi' force did flee 

Amang the nobles a% 

The storka there sei^ some ^ the men, 
They opu'd neither %ht nor flee ; 

The swans they bounfohthjf j}ride's best man 
Below a green aik t^jeer 

They l^ted n^fX^ njydens £ur, 
Th^ on the bnoe's.own head ; 

And wi' the twink^^ng o' an c'e, 
The bt^de and them were fle^ . 
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There's ancient men at weddings been, 

lipr sixty years cv more ; 
But sic a curious wedding^ay 

They n^er saw before. 

For naething cou'«l the companie do. 
Nor naething cou'd they say ; 

But they saw a flock o' pretty birds 
That took their bride away. 

When that Earl Mar, kt came lo know, 
Wh^re his dochter did stay ; 

He siga'd a bond o* unity, 
And visits now they pay. 



Oeatl) of iLotli laUttutton. 

My mother was an ill woman. 
In fifteen years she married me ; 

I hadna wit to guide a man, 
Alas! ill counsel gui&d me. 

Wanistcm, O Wyristcm, 

I wish that ye may lonk for sin ; 

1 was but'bare fifteen years auld, 
Wlum first I entfer^d your yates within. 
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I hadna been a moi^ married, 
1^ my gude lord went to the sell; 

I bare a hum ere he came faao^e. 
And set it on the nounce knee. 

But it fell fflice upon a day. 

That my gude lord returned from sea ^ 
Thenl did dxefesin the iKSt-nrray, 

As blythe fts^ony Inrd on tree. 

I Ux^ jny ymmg son in my arms, 
likewise my nourioe me&rd[>ye ; 

And I went down to ycA shore side. 
My gude kntf s vessel I mi^t spy. 

My lord he stood upon the deck, 
I wy te he hail^dnme oourteousUe ; 

Ye are thrice welocnne,' my lady gi^, 
Whase aug^ that bairn on your knee ? 

She tum'd har right and round about. 
Says, Why take ye i^c dreads o' me ? 

Alas ! I was too ymmg ^married. 
To love another man bist thee. 



Now hold your toii|^, my lady, gay, 
Nae mair falsdioods ye^U telljo me ; 

This bonny bairn is not mine, 
Ydu\#loved another while I was on sea. 
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In disconterty theA bttie she waA^ 
And aye the tear did blm' Jier e^e ; 

Says, Of this wretch Fil be revenged, 
For these iarsh wends he*8 said to use. 

She^s counsdlM wif Iter faftfaor^s steward. 
What way 4d]e eottVl rerei^edbe; 

Bad wa3 the oooasel then he gave,-^ 
It was to gar htst gud»Jeed dee. 

The nourioe took the deed^ haad^ 
I wat rile was wdl paid her fte; 

She kiesMbe knot, and the loop she ran, 
Whidi 80CR1 £d gar this yooBg lord dee. 

His brother lay id a room hard by, 
Alas 1 that n^the ^pt too soun*; 

But tten he wakened wi^ a cry, 
I fear my inrothei^.pattmi down. 

O get me coaLand candle light. 
And get me some gude cx)mpanie ; 

But before the li^t was brou^t, 
Waniston be was gart dee. 

They Ve taVn the lady and -fiouse nounee,' 
In prison stxong thejr ha^e them boim'; 

The nourice she was hard o' heart. 
But the bonny lady M b swfton. ' 
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In it came iier htoQMx dear. 
And aye a sorry mm yum' he; 

I wou'd gie a^ the lands I h^, 
O bcnmy Jean, to Ikaaxfw ib^ 

borrow me bititiiet*, borrow m^r-^ 

boiTow\l shaU I nerar fat; 
For I gart kin toy ain gudci kwd. 

And life is nae pkasitae to ms^ . 

In it came licr m<#cr dmr^ 

1 wyte « Sony woitlan w^ she; 

1 wou'd gie my wliitc iiloii]e.aiid gonrd^ 
O bonny Jean^ toboCrbW ihee. 

Borrow me motlier^ benow me^«>« 

borrowed shall Tnerer be s * 
For I gart kill my ain gude krd, 

And lifers now nae ]^eamire to tas. 

Then in it came her father dear^ 

1 wyte a sorry man was he ; 
Says, Ohon ! alfts ! my boittiy Jean, 

If I had you at ham^ wi^ me. 

SeTen dau^ters I ha'e left at hatfie^ 
As fiur women as fair can be; 

But I wou*d gi'e them toe by ane, 
O bcMiiiy Jean, to bcn'ow thee. 
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borrow me fatfaier, borrow me,— 
O bcnrow'^d diaU I never be; 

1 that 18 wcvtby o' the deaA, 

It is but Of^ Oat I shou'd dee. 

Then out it speaks tibe king himsdl. 
And aye as be steps in die fleer; 

Says, I grant you your life, lady. 
Because yoa are <^ tender year. 

A Ixxm, a boon, my Kege-liie king, 
The boon I ask, y^U grant to me. 

AA on, ask on^ my bonny Jean, 
Whatever ye ask it*s grmted be. 

Cause take me oiut^ night, at night, 
LfA not the sun upon me lAine; 

And take me to yon heading^hiU, 
Strike aff this ctowie head o^ mine. 

Yei^il take me out at night, at night. 
When there are nane to gaze and see ; 

And ha^e me to yon heading hill. 
And ye^U gar head me speediUe. 

TheyVe ta'en her out at nine at night, ' 
Loot not the sun upcm her shine ; 

And had her to yon heading hill, 
And headed her baith neat and fine. 
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Then out it speaks the kh^ himsdly 
I wyte a sony man was he; 

I've travelTd east, I've travdHd west, 
And sidled far beyond the:4»a, 

Bui I never saw a woman'^s face 
I was sae sorry to see dee. 

But Warrislon was sur to blame, 
For sighting 6* his lady so ;- 

He had the wyte o^ his ain death. 
And bonny hritfs overthrow. 



O we were seven bonny sSsters, 
As fiur women as fiedr could be. 

And some got lairds, and some got lords. 
And some got knights o^ h^ degree; 

When I was married to Earl Crawford; 
This was the fkte befell to me. 

When we had been married for some time, 
We walked in our garden green ; 

And aye he clapp'd his young son^s head. 
And aye he made sae much o^ him. 
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I turofd wm i^|^t and touni about, 
And ayedie Ujthe Mink in my e'e ; 

Ye tbink at>siiich o* your young son 
As ye doo^ mjkk body. 

What need ye iflop your young son^s kead. 
What need ye make so much o' him ? 

What nsed ye dap your young soi^s head ? 
Fm sure je gcHaa him your Mine. 

O if I gotnatlmiiiaiy kna^ 

Slow here the man that helped me ; 
And for these nords your ain mouth spoke^ 

Hdbr o^ my land he ne^er shall be. 

He call'd upMtus^tablegioom, 
To come to him right speedilie; 

Grae saddle a stead .^ liody/Oawford, 
fie su3» ye A»it:hBatilie. 

Hislnadlecjttt ivi' gude red gmd, 
Tfafit.it^magr^tter in her a^ie; 

And send Jhtr :OQ to koDDfr j&lobha*. 
All hor relations for to see. 

Her mptto Jay i)^ Ae jsastlevwa', 
.^jil^die hfMd bintkdaJbMdd^ 

And ske! hthdd lier. Lady Coanr&id, 
As she catne riding to the town. 
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Come bese, <«M JiMie, B^ littsbttadf <faar. 
This 4ky )re see net what I see ; 

for here diare comes her, Ladjr Ckawfisrd^ 
Bichng alane up^i the lee. 

When she 'Came tocher fadiear's yates^ 

She tiri(ed ge&tiy at the jttn ; 
If ye fifeqi, awi&e, my moMtfv dear, 

Ye'll rise kt !Lady Crawfocd is. 

What news, wfaatiidws, yt lady Cmwfoid, 
That ye^ecoBe^here- so^haitilie? 

Bad news,^bad news, my m€#ier dkar. 
For my gude hMrdfs fonakcn me. 

O wae's me 3Pbr you, £ady OtamGud, 

This is a ikmieUle to me; 
Alas ! yau were too young mavmd, 

Xo tholeidc eross and nusezy. 

O had your tongue, my mother dear. 

And yell lata* your folly be; 
It was a word my m€9rry Bmutb fqpake. 

That sinderM my gude lord and tn?. 

Out it spakeher blither then, 

Aye as he stept ben the floor ; 
My sister lillie was but eighteeil tj^eai^ 

When Earl Crawford ea'ed her aii^^hore. 
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But had your tongue, my sister dear, 
Aud ye'U lat a* your j^aoumin^ bee r 

TU wed you to as fine a knight. 
That is nine times as rich as hee. 

O had ypur tongue, my brither dear. 
And ye^U lat a** your folly bee ;. 

I*d rather yae kiss o' Crawford's mouth 
Than a' his gowd and white monie. 

But saddle to me my ridi|g steed. 
And see him saddled speedUie ; 

And I will on to Earl Crawford^ 
And see if he will pity me. 

Earl Crawford lay o'er castle wa'. 
And he beheld baith dale and down ; 

And he beheld her. Lady Crawford, 
As she came riding to the town. ^ i 

He called ane o^ his liveary men 

To come to him right speedilie ; 
Gkie shut my yates, gac steek my doors, , 
* Keep Lady Crawford out frae me. 

When she came to Earl Crawford's yates> 

She titled gently at the pin ; 
O sleep ye, wake ye, Earl Crawford, 

Ye'U open, lat Lady Crawford in. 
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Come down, come down, O Earl Crawford, 
And speak some omnfort unto me ; 

And if ye winna come yoursell^ 
Yell send your gentleman to me. 

Indeed, I winna come mysell, 
Nor send my gentleman to thee ; 

For I tauld you when we did part 
Nae mair my spouse yeM ever bee. 

She laid -her moutb then to the yates. 
And aye the tears drapt frae her e'e ; 

Says, Fare-ye-well, Earl Crawford's yates. 
You, again, m nae mmr. see. . 

Earl Crawford caird on bis stable gtoom 
To come ijo him right speedilie ; 

And sae did he his waiting man. 
That did attend his fait: bodie. 

Ye will gae saddle for me my ateed,. 

And ffke and saddle bim ^peedilie ; ! 
And I^U gang to the. Lady Crawford; .; . . . 

And see if die will pity me* 

JjxAy Crawford lay o'er castle wa'. 
And she beheld baith dale and down ; 

And she beheld him. Earl Crawford, 
As he came. riding tp the town, . 
VOL. I- F 
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Then she bas called ane 0* ber HUttdb* 

To come to htr rig^inqp^edilie ; 
Gae abut nqr fatesy ga^ iftdckttj4oonv 

Keep Eaid Cm^^»d out ftae me. 

When he came to Lady Oawford*s yates^ 

He furled gently at tbe pia; 
Sleep ye, ^vmke ye^ Lady Cra^^ford, 

Ye'll xiae and lat Earl Crawfoid in. 

Come down, oome down, O Ludy Crawford^ 
CoBoe down, come dovra, and iftpeak m' me; 

And pn ye mmuL cdtne your^^ 
Ye^n send your ^nutii^mnd to tee. 

Indeed I innnicomeaiyseH, 
Nor send my ymdhg^Mid to thee; 

Sae take your ain.iiw& hame again 
At Crawfoid castle yelaiM mev 



O mother dealt fpm make my bed. 
And ye wiU wmHat k ttft and Bmm\ 

And tusti my ftoe iiiiio th^ w^ 
That I nae major n^j ^eee the sunw 

Her mother die did make her bed. 
And die did mabe «t >«i{t m^ aottn' ; 

True were die #or& Our I^Ue qud^e. 
Her lovely eyes Wer sa# the m^. 
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The Earl Cimwfiard mouated his si£«d, 
Wr sorrows gfeot be did ride hame ; 

But ere lint laoming son appeared) 
This fine lord was dead/«d gane. 

Th^ on a'e night this couple died> ^ 
And baith were buried in a'e tomb ; 

Let this a vwamitig be to all. 
Their pride may iiot bring tkem low down. 



iU)0e tt)e Ben anil WLI^ite UMIU. 

Now word is .gane thi:o' a' AMan^ 

Gude Mai th^t it aae spvead ! 
To Rose thea^d and Wiute Jillte, 

Their nutber (dear was d«ad. 

ThfiNT faiiber's married a imdd wwoao^ 
And brought her owar tb0 :$0sl^ 

T wa aptigNily ym$ih% her aia young Mom, 
IntiU her campame. 

They fix^d their «yes on those bidm^ 

On shipboard m lii^y stood. 
And swarci if ever thpy wan to land. 

These ladies thqr Wiiu^d wcxL 
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But there was nae a quarter past, 

A quarter past but three. 
Till these young luvers a^ were fond 

O' others con^panie. 

The knights they harped i' their Jbower^ 

The ladies sewd and sang; 
There was mair mirth in that chamer 

Than a' their fiither^s laa'. 

Then out it spak thdr step-mither, 

At the stair4bot stood she; 
I'm plagued wi* your troublesome noise. 

What makes your melodie ? 

O Rose the Bed, ye sing too loud, 
\yhile Lillie your voice b Strang ; 

But gin I live and brook my life^ 
I'se gar you change your sang. 

We maunna change our loud, loud song. 
For nae'Duke's son ye'll bear; 

We winna change our loud, loud song, 
But aye we'll sing the mair. 

We never sung the sang, mither. 

But we^U nng ower again ; 
We^U take our harps into our hands. 

And we'll harp, and we'll sing. 
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She^s callM upon bier twa young sons, 
Says, Boun^ ye for the sea ; '» 

Let Rose the Red, and White Lillie, 
Stay in their bower wi* me. 

O Grod forbid, said her eldest son. 

Nor lat it ever be. 
Unless ye were as kind to our luves 

As gin we were them vrV 

Yet never the less, my pretty sons, 
Ye'U boun' you for the faem ; 

Let Rose the Bed, and White Lillie, 
Stay in their bowers at han^. 

O when wi' you we came alang, 

We felt the stormy sea ; 
And where we go, ye ne'er shall koow. 

Nor shall be known by thee. 

Then wi' her harsh and boisterous word. 

She forc'd these lads away ; 
While Rose the Red and White Lillie 

Still in their bowers did stay. 

But there was not a quarter past, 

A quarter past but ane ; 
Till Rose the Red in rags she gaed. 

White Lillie's claithing grew thin. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



70- 

• 
Wi' Wtter usage every dty, 

The Mies they thought lang ; 

Ohon, alas ! «nd Rose the Red, 

She^s gar^d m change our sang. 

But we w3] ehange our own fu^ names. 
And we^U gang firae the town ; 

Frae Rose the Red and White LtIHe, 
To Nicholas and Roger Brown. 

And we will cut our gre^i claithing 

A little dlxxm our knee; 
And we will on to gude greoi^wood, 

Twa bauld bowmen to be. 

Ohon, alas ! smd White Lillie, 

My fingers are but sma^ ; 
And tho^ my hands wou'd wield the bow^ 

They winna yi^ at a*. 

O had your tongue now. White Lillie, 

And lat these fears a' be; 
There^s naething that ye're awkward ia. 

But I will lefum thee. 

Then they are mi to gude greenwood 

As fast as gang oou^d Aey ; 
O then they spied him, RoUn Hood, 

Below a green aik tree. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC - 



• l 



n 

# 

Crude day^ gude day, kaad w, they taid, 
God inake you safe and fiKie. 

^ude day, gude day, said Robin Hood, 
What is your vnUs wf me? 

Lo here we are, tva banishti knights. 
Come frae our natiye hame ; 

We^re ccone to crave o*^tl^e service. 
Our king will ^e us nane. 

If ye be t|ra youag banished knights, 

Tell me frae what countries 
Frae Anster Xanm hiito Fifediire^ 

Ye know it as well as we. 

If a' he true that ye ha'e aEud, 

And tauld just now. to me ; 
YeVe welcome welcome, every one, 

Your master I will be. 

Now ye shall eat as I do eat. 

And lye as I do Jye ; 
Ye salna wear nae waur daiihing 

Nor my young men and I. 

Then they went to a miaous house. 

And there they enter'd in ; 
Aod Nicbobs ibd wi' Robin Hood, 

And Roger wi' little Jc^n. ' 
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But it fell ance upcm a day, 

They were at the puttiog-stane ; " v 
Whan Rose the Red she view'd them ^^ 

As they stood on the green. 

tf She hit the stane then wi' her foot. 

And kep'd it wi' her knee ; 
And spaces three aboon them a', 
I wyte she gar'^d it flee. 

# She set her back then to a tree, 
And ga'e a loud Oh(»i ! 
A lad spak in tlie oompanie,., 
Lhear a. woman's moan. 

How know you that, young man, she said,. 

How know you that o^me ? 
Did e'^er ye see me in that place, 

A^e foot my groimd to flee ? 

Or know ye by my cherry dieeks, 

Or by my yellow hair ? 
Or by the paps on my breast bane. 

Ye never saw than bare. 

I know not by your dierry diteks, 

Nor by your yellow hair ; 
But I know by your milk-white chin. 

On it there grows nae hair. 
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I never saw you in that cause 

A'^e foot your ground to fiee ; 
IVe seen you stan' wi' sword in fcan' 

'Mang metf s blood to the knee. 

But if I come your bower within. 

By night, or yet by day ; 
I shall know, b^re I go. 

If ye be man or may. 

if you opme my bower within. 
By night, or yet by day. 

As soorfs I draw my trusty brand, 
Nae lang ye^U wi' me stay. 

But he is haunted to I^r bower. 

Her bigly bower o' stane. 
Till he has got her big wi' haim. 

And near sax montlis she's gane. 

Whan three mair months were come and gane^ 

They gae'd to hunt the hynde; 
She wont to be the fatemmt ane, 

But now stay'd far behynd. 

Her luver looks her in the face, 
And thus to her said he; 

1 think your cheeks are pale and wan. 
Pray, what gaes warst wi' thee ? 



^ •" 
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want ye rqees to ymir breast « 

Or riUbons to your sheen ? 
Or want ye as mudtte o' dear bou^t Inve 
As your heart can conteen ? 

1 want nae roses to ny breast^ 
Nae ribbons to my sheen; 

Nor want I as muckle dear bought kive 
As my heart can conteea 

I'd rather hsCe a fire behynd, 

Anither me^before ; 
A gude midwife at my right «ide^ 

Till my young babe be bore. 

ril kindle a fire mPa flmt stane. 

Bring wine in a horn green ; 
I'll be midwife at your right ode, 

Till your young bsbe be bora* 

That was neVr my mither"^ custom. 

Forbid that it be mine ! 
A knight Stan' by a lady bri^t, 

Whan she drees a* her pine. 

There is a knight in gude greenwood. 

If that he kent o^ me ; 
Thm^ stock and stane? M&d the hawthorn, 

Sae sootfs he wou'd come me tee. 
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If tha*e be a kiugbt in gude greenwood 

Ye like better than xne ; 
If ance he come jour boivter withm, 

Ane o^ us twa shall dee. 

She set a horn to her mouth, 
And she blew loud and shrill ; 

Thro' stock and stane, and the hawthorn. 
Brave Roger came her till. 

Wha*8 hefe sae bauld, the youth relied. 

Thus to encroadi on me ? ^ 
O here am I, the knight rqdied, 

Ha^e as much right as thee. 

Then th^ fought up the gude gi^nwood, 

Sae did they down the plain ; 
They niddart ither wi^ lang braid swords, 

Till they were bleedy men. 

Then out it spak the sick woman, 
Sat under the greenwood tree ; 

O had your han', young man, she said, 
She^s a woman as well as me. 

Then out it speaks anither youth, 

Amang the companie ; 
Gin I had kent what I ken now, 

'Tis for her I wou'd d^. * 
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O wae mat worth you. Rose the Red, 

An ill death mat ye dee ! 
Altho* ye tauld upo' yoursell, 

Ye might ha'e heal'd on me. 

O for her sake I was content 

For to gae ower the sea ; 
For her I left my mither's ha", 

Tho' she proves fause to me. 

But whan these luvers w^e made known, 

They sung right joyfullie ; 
Nae blyther was the nightingale. 

Nor bird that sat on tree. 

Now they ha^e married these ladies. 
Brought them to bower and ha% 

And now a happy life they lead, 
I wish sae may we a'. 



Take warning a* ye young women. 

Of low station or hie ; 
Lay never your love upcHi a man 

Above your ain degree. 
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Thus I speak by Burd Isbel, 
Shewas a maid sae fair ; 

She laid her love on Sir Patrick^ 
Sbe^ll rue it for evermair. 

And likewise a^ ye sprightly youths 

Of low station or hie ; 
Lay never your love \rpoa a maid 

Below your ain degree. 

And thus I speak by Sir Patrick^ 
Who was a knight sae rare ; * 

He^s laid his love on Burd Itbel^ 
Hell rue it for evermair. 

Burd Isbel was but ten years auld. 
To service she has gane ; 

And Burd Isbel was but fifeteen 
Whan her young son came hame. 

It fell ance upcm a day. 
Strong travelling took she ; 

None there was her bower within. 
But Sir Patrick and she. 

This is a wark now. Sir Patrick, 
That we twa ne'er will end ; 

Ye'll do you to the outer courts 
And call some women in. 
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He^s done him to the outer court. 
And stately there did stand ; 

Eleven ladies he^s caU'd in 
Wi^ ae shake o^ his band. 

Be favosmble ta Burd Isbei, 
Deal favourable if ye siay ; 

Her Idrksng aad her fair wedding, 
Shall buth stsod on ae day. 

Deal &minible to Buid Id)tl, 

Whom 1 love J« my ife ; 
Ere thisiday month ht come and gane, 

She'*s be my wadded mfe. 

Then be is-on to fas i^iagx^ 

Fell low down on hk knee^ 
Says, Win I maityAnrd label P 
She^ iiom s :8on to me. 

O marry, marry Buid Isbd, 

Or use her as ji« like; 
Ye'll gar lier wear die jlkt aae ffodl. 

And sae may ye Aewfake. 
O wou^d ye marry Burd Isbel, 

Make Jwr yow beaitV dd^t ? 

You want not teidi^ mnr xonls, Patrick, 
You know your iiMPtaw^ five ; 
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Bat ere yott\l isany Buid Uhd, 
rd rather baty thee. 

Ye'll ImiM abawer for Bard isbe^ 
And set it round wi^ sand; 

Make as much ttiirth ill IsbdV bower 
As ony in a* tiie hxA 

Then he is ta liis motiber gane, 
Fell low down om his knee ; 

O dtaHt many Buid Isbel? 
She's bom « iism to toe. 

O many, many BvaA fisbri. 

Or use her as ye like ; 
Ye'U gar her wear the tifflbkitfit itd^ 

And sae may ye<Aewyi»i 
O would ye Mttify Burd IM^ 

Make her in' me idifc^? 

Yon want loot hMbMd rents^ Bsiriek^ 
You kMw ymir fertone^ ^Ew ; 

But ere you mattf fiuid'Idbdi^ 
Fd rather bury thee^ 

Ye'U build a bowar ^ Bud IdM, 

And set it round wi' glass ; 
Make as much mirth 9 IstodV *ower 

As (^ m a' die place. 
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He's done bim down thro^ ha\ thi'o^ ha^ 

Sac has he in thro' bower ; 
The tears ran frae his twa grey eyes. 

And loot them fast down pour. 

♦ 
My fiither and ray mother baith 

To age are coming on ; 
When they are dead and buried baith, 

Burd Isbel Til bring home. 

The words that paaa*d atween these twa^ 

Ought never to be spoken ; 
The vows that pass'd atween these twa 

Ought never to be broken. 

Says he, If I anoth^ court. 

Or wed anoth^ wii^ 
May eleven devils me lUtend 

At the end-day o' mj life. 

But his father he soon did die. 
His mother n^e lang behind ; 

But Sir Patriae of Burd Isbel 
He now had lit^e mind. . 

It fell ance uppn a 4ay» 

As she went out. to walk; 
And th^e she say him, Sir Patrick, 

Going wi' his bound and liawL 
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Stay adll, stay still, now Shr Patridc^ 

'^O stay a little wee, 
And think npom the fair promise 

Last year ye made to me. 

Now your father's dead> land sir^ 
And your mother the same ; 

Yet neverthekss, now Sir Patrick, 
Ye^re nae brin^g me hame. 

If the mom he a pleaannt day, 

Irinean to sail the sea ; 
To spend my time in fair England^ 

AU for a UHmth, or three. 

He hadna been in'£ur England 

A month but barely ane, 
TUl he foigot her, Burd Isbel, 

The mother of lus son. 

Some time he' spent in fair England, 

And when returned again. 
He laid his lovtt on a Dukell daughter^ 

And he has brought hor hame. 

Now he<s forgot his first true love 
He ance lov^d ower them a^ ; 

But now the devil did bc|fin a 

To work between them twa. 

VOL. I. G 
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WIvm Sir P«lnd£ be was wed» 

Aid all set down to cluie» 
Upon Im fii»l l<we> Burd Iabd> . 

A thought ran m hift nund. 

He callM upon Ma gude grand aunt» , 

To con^ ]%ht cQ>^diUei 
Says, Ye^U gae on to Burd Ishel, 

Bring my young son ta me. 

She^s ta'en her mantle hf r about, 
Wr gowd glpyea an h^ hand ; 

And she is on to Burd Isb^ . 
As fast as she oou\) gang 

She hailed her h^b, she hailed her lo^i^ 
With stile in great degcee; 

busk, O busk your little young soq» 
For he maun gang wC me. 

1 wou^d fain see the one, she saiid^ 
O^ low statkii or hie» 

Wou'd take^the bairn &ae my foot> 
For him I bowed my knee^ 

I wou'd fisdn see the cme> she saiA, 

G" low station or mean^ 
l^^j^ take tl^ haim fiiie my foot 

Whom I own to be mine. 
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Then sl^e hasi c|oM her hame again$ 

As fast as guig oou^d ti^ 
Ptesoit, said he^ my Utile yeang 8o% 

For lum I wiah to seei 

Burd IflbeTs a banld woman, she saiA^ 

As e^er I yet qpake wi', . 
But sighing, said him, Sir Patrick, 

She ne^er was baukl to me. 

But he^s dressed in his best array. 

His gowd rod in his hand ; 
And he is to Burd IsbePs bower. 

As fast as he cou^d gang. 

bow ii this, Burd Isbel^ be said. 
So ill ye^ve used me? 

What gart you anger my gCide grand lUint^ 
That I cUd send to thee ? 

If I bate anger-^your gude grand aunt, 
O tbepsaelatit be; 

1 said naethingfto your gude grand aunt ^ 
But what rU say to thee. 

I wou^d fiun see the one, I smd, 

O^ low t^tion or hie, 
Wha wou^d take this bium frae mylfqit^ 

For him I bowed the knee. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



* 



84 

I wouM fain see the one, I said^ 

O^ low station or mean, 
Wau^d take this bairn firae my foot 

Whom I own to be nune. 

if I had some <x>unseller8 here. 
And clerks to seal the band, 

1 wouM infeft your son, this day. 
In third part o^ my land. 

I ha'e two couzins, Scottbh clerks^ 

Wr biUs into their hand. 
An** ye'll infefl my son, this day, 

In third part o^ your land. 

Then he callM in her Scottish derks, 

Wi* bills into thieir hand ; 
And he^s infefl his son that day 

The third part o^ his land. 

To ane o' these young pkrks sh^-i^poke. 
Clerk John it was his name ; 

Says, Of my son I gi% you chaige 
Till I return again. 

Ye*ll take here my son, derk John, 
Learn him to ckince and sing ; 

AnA I will taltome unoo land, 
Drive lo^ out of my mind» 
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And ye41 take here my son, clerk John, 

Learn him to hunt the roe; 
And I will to some unco land,-*- 

Now lat Sir Patrick go. < 

But 1^11 o^use this knight at church'^door stand, 

For a* his jioble tJCain ; 
For selling o' hia |^edk>us soul, 

Dare never come fertbei: b^n. 



Charlie M*Pherson, 
That brisk Highland laddie; 
At Valentine even, 
He came to Kinadie ; 

To-court h^, Burd Helen, 
Baith waking and sleeping ; 
Joy be w? thwn 
That has her a-keeping. 

Auldtown and Muirtown, 
Likewise Billy Beg ; 
AU gaed wi' Charlie, . > 

For to be his guide. . - 
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Janue M^Robbie, 
Likewise Wattae Naira, 
AU gaW wi' CharUe 
For ta be his wanaA\ 

When they came to Einadi^ 
They knocked at the door; 
When nae ane wou^d answer. 
They ga^ed $t loud rofio*. 

Ye'll open the door, mistress, 
And lat us come in ; 
For tidings weVe brought 
I^rae your appeanmt guid son. 

For to defend them. 
She was not aUe; 
They banged up the litimr, 
Sat down at the taUie* 

Ye^ll eat and drink, ^ntlemen. 
And eat%t your leisure ; 
Nae thing^s disturb you, 
Take what^s your pleasure. 

O madam, said he, 
Tm come for your slaughter ; 
Lang haVI come to Einadie^ 
And th^e sought h^. 
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Now she's gae m' me 
For mony a mile, 
Before that I retam 
Unto tJie West Isle* 

My da«ghterVndt at faoim> 
She is gone abroad x' 
Ye darena no^PF steel her, 
Her tocher is gui^ 

My daughter'ii in Whitehoitse^ 
Wr Mistress Balgdm; / 
Joy be wiVtkeoij ^ 
That waitib Dnmy bairn I 

The swords an thte targt,. 
That hang abbot QMhUe ; 
They had sic a gStb»^ ^ 
And set him sae raireliei * 

They had «e a gfiMer^ ^ 
And kiest sic tt gfamoUr^^ - . 

They shdwed ^rtair i^hty - ' 
Than they had in ihe dia^our^ 

To Whitehouse he went ; 
And when he came there, 
Bight s£ur was his hearty 
When he went up the stair ; 
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Burd Helen was atting 
By Thomas^ bed^nde ; 
And all in the house ' 

Were addressing her, ^ride. 

O farewell now, H^n, 
m bid you adieu ; 
Is this a** the comfort 
Fm getting fraa you ? 

It was never my intention 
Ye should be the waur; 
My heavy heart light on 
Whitdiouse o' Cromar ! 

For you I ha^e travelled 
Full mony kng mile; 
Awa** to Kinadie, 
Far firae the West Isle. 

But now ye are married, 
And I am the waur; 
^ My heavy heart light on 
Whitdiouse o^ Cromar ( 



Digitized by VjOOQI^ 



89 



Cauld, cauld Uawsthe winter night, 

Sair beats the heayy rain ; 
Young Charles Graeme's the lad I love. 

In greenwood h&£es slain. 

But I will do &r Charles Graeme 

What other maidens may ; 
I'll ^t and h^rp upon hb grave 

A twelvemonth and a day. 

She harped a** the live lang ni^t, 

The saut tsars she iKd weq); 
«Till at the hour o^ one o\dock 

His ghost began to peep. 

• 

Pale and deadly was his cheek. 
And pale, pale was his chin ; 

And how and hollow were his e^en, ^ 
No light appeared therein. 

Why at ye here, ye maiden fair, 
To mourn sae sair for me ? 

I aoi sae sick, and veiy love ack. 
Aye foot I cannot jee, 
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Sae well^s I loved young Charles Graeme, 

I kent he loved me ; 
My very heart's now like to break 

For his sweei con^MUaie. 

Will ye Ine aa a^lle^ lady. 

And I will sheave it sma'?. 
I am iae Ack^ and very ieve ack^ 

I cannot eat at«i\ 

Will ye hae the wine, lady. 

And I will dram it sma^? . 
I am sae stck, and very bVe ^ck, 

I cannot drink at a\ 

See y« not my fetber^s casde. 

Well ooFvaSed oW«r wi' tin? 
Thare^s aaile has sic an aimotts wtiA 

As I hae to be iA^ 

O hame^ fimf viuAd^ ye>e qiluckl}^ wcm^ 

But this rtqtidst ^rtot me, * 
JSrhsa ytt lara «tfe in doimbed kid, 
That I n»y deep w? thee. 

If hane agam^ iir^ I CM^d Mib, 

rU this requ^ i^ant d]i^^ 
Whan I am safe in ddwhbed kdd| 

This night yfc'te sleep wi* Ae. 
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Then he pou'd up a birk^i bow, 

Pat it in hec right han^ ; 
And they are to yoa castfe fair 

As fast as they oouM gang; 

When they came fo yon csustle fair^ 
It was piled round about ; 

She slipped in and bdlted the yett% 
Says, Ghaists niti^ stiEmd tliereout 

Then he vahi^^d frae her sight. 
In the twinkling o^ an e'e ; 

Says, Let neT^ ane a^cnhan trust 
Sae mudi as Tve done tbse^ 



There was a knight, in a summer's night, 

Appear'd in a lady's hall^ 
As die whs walkihg up and down» ^ 

Locking o'er her cUstle ifM* 

Qod make you stfe and fifee^ faur maid» 
God make you safe and free ! 

O sae fa' you, ye courteous kiight. 
What are your inlls wi' me ? 
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My wills wi' you are not sma', lady, 

My wiUs wi' you nae sma* ; 
And since tha:e^« nane your bow6r within^ 

Ye'se ha'e my secrets a'. 

For here am I a courtier, 

A coiurtier come to thee ; 
And if ye winna grant your love, 

AU fcNT your sake I'll dee. 

If that ye de» for me, m knight. 
Few for you will make meen ; 

For mony gude lord^s done the same, 
Thdr graares are growing gre^i. 

O winna ye pity me, fair miud, 

O winna ye pity me ? 
O winna ye pity a courteous knight, * 

Whose love is laid on thee ? * 

Ye say ye are a courteous knight, 

But I think ye are nane ; 
t^ink ye're but a miliar brfed. 

By the colour o' your claithing. 

You seem to be some false young man. 
You wear your hat sae wide ; 

You seem^to be some false young 9ian, 
You wear your boots sae side. 
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Indeed I am a courteous knight^ 

And of great pedigree; 
Nae knigirt did mair for a lady bright 

Than I will do for thee. 

0, 1*11 pit smiths m your smithy. 

To 8ho& for you a steed ; 
And I'll put tailors in your bower. 

To make for you a weed. 

I will put codes in your kitct^pn. 

And butlers in your ha' ; 
And on the tapo' your father's caade, 

I'll big gude com and saw. 

If ye be a (Courteous knight. 

As I trust not ye be ; 
Te^ll answer some o^ the sma^ questions 

That I will ask at thee. 

What is the fairest flower, tell me, 
That grows in mire or dale ? 

Likewise, which is the sweetest bird j 
Sings next the nightingale? 

Or whafs the finest thing, she says, 
That king or queen can wileP 

The priiprose is the fairest flower. 
That grows in mire or dale f 
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Tbe mavis is flie sweetest bird 

Next to the nigfatingaie ; 
And yeUow gowd's the finest thing 

That king or queen can wale. 

Ye ha^e asked many qoertionS) Ia%» 

IVe you as many told ; 
But, how many pennies round 

Make a hundredipouiids in gcdd ? 

How many j|f the snail fishes 
Do swim the^t seas round ? 

Or, wlaf s the seemliest sif^t you'll see 
Into a May morning P 

BerryJbrown ale and a Inrken speah^ 

And wine in a horn green ; 
A milk-white lace in a fidr maid^s duress, 

Looks gay in a May morning. 

Mony^s the questions Fire askM at thae^ 
And y eVe answered them a* ; 

^ are nmie, imd I am Aine, 
Amo' the lAeete sae sma\ 

You may 1^ my tnatcb, kind aiv 
You may be my match and more ; 

There n^ was ane came ac a length, 
Wi' my father''^ heir 1)efi>re. 
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My fatber*8 lord b* niiie cas^. 
My mother she's lady ower three. 

And there is nane to heir them all, 
Iif o nev^ a ane Imt me ; 

Unless it be Willie, my ae broths, 
But |tf!^ far ayont ibe sea. 

If your father^s hard o^ nine castles, 
Your moth^ lady ^^et three ; 

I am Willie your ae brother. 
Was far beycmd the- sea. ^ 

If ye be WilHe, my ae brother. 

As I ^ubt sair ye be ; 
But if it^s true ye tell me nonf ,' 

l%i»iiight ru gang wi^ thee. 

Ye Ve ower ill vashen feet, Janet, 

And ower ill washen handi^ 
And ower coarse robes on your bo^, 

Alang wi^ mo to gang. 

The worms they are my bed-fdlows, ^ 
And the cauld clay my sheet ; 

And the lugheir that the wmd does bbw. 
The sounds I do ^ieep^ 

My body^s buried in Dumfermlu% 
Afid far beyond the sea; 
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But day nor night, nae rest coiled gety 
All fixr the pride o^ thee. 

Leave aff your pride, jdtly Janet;, he sajm^y , 

*Use it not ony nuur ; 
Or when ye come wh^re I hae bee% 

You will repent it sair. 

Cast aff, cast aff, sistar, he says. 
The gowd lace frae your crovm ; 

For if ye gang where I ha'e been. 
Yell wear it laugher down. 

When ye^re in the gude chmxh s^ 

The gowd pins in your luur ; 
Ye take mair delight in your fecklaM dress 

Than ye do in your morning prayer. 

And when ye walk in the church-yard, 

And in your dress are seen, 
T)iere is nae lady that sees your face 

But wishes your grave were green. 

You^re straighl and taU, handsome witbaU,. 

But your pride owergoes your wit ; 
But if ye do not your ways refnun, 

In Pine's chwr ye'll sit 

In Pirie's chair yoifll sit, I say> , 

The lowest seat o' hell ; 
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If ye do not amend your ways, 
It's there that ye must dwell. • 

WP that he vanish'd frae her sight, . 

Wi* the twinkling o' an eye ; * ' 

Naethingittiau- the lady saw, 
- But the gloomy clouds an^ sky* 



• 



Hey love Willie, and how love Willie, 

And Willie my love shall be ; 
They're thiriking to smderour langjove, Willie, 

It's nmir than man can dee. 

Ye'll mount me quickly on a steed^ 

A milk-white ste^ or gray ; 
And carry me on to gude greenwood 

Before that it be day, 

He mounted her upon a steed. 

He chose a steed o' gray ; 
He had her on to gude greenwood 
.Bifore that it was day. * 

O will fe gang to the cards, Meggie ? 
Or will y^gang wi' jaae ? 
VOL. I. H 
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Or will ye ha'e a bower wosiAii^ 
To stay ere it be day ? 

Igl^rinnagdiig to the cards, she said^ ^ 

Nor will I gae w? the% 
Nor will I hae a bow^ womaiv 

To spoil my modcstiei. 

Ye^ll gie me a lady at my back, 

An^ a lady me befom ; 
An^ a midwife at my twa sides ^ 

Till your young son be born. 

Yell do m» up, and f mrther Hp, 
To the top o^ yon gFeenwood tMe ; 

For every pam myself shall hA^ * 
The same pain ye maun drie^ 

The first pdki that did strike sw«et YiMiy 

It was into the ode ; 
Then sighing sair, scud vme% WiSia; 

These pains are ill to bida 

The nextan pain Aat i^rakci sweet WiUky 

It was into the back ; 
Then sighing sair, smd sweet WiBie, 

These pains are wonic|i*s irreck. 

The nextaa pain tibat strake suvtt tlyKe, 
It was into die beni i 
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Then sighing saic, said sweet Willie^ 
I fear my lady^s dead. 

Then ^e^s gane cm, and further on, ^ 

At the foot o^ yon greenwood tree ; 

There he'got his lady fighter, 
Wi^ his young son on h^ knee. 

Then he^s fii'^en up his Uttla young aon^ 
And kiss'd him cheek and chin ; 

Ami he is on to his mother, 
As fast as he could gang. 

Ye will take in my son, mother, 

Gi'e him to murses nine ; 
Three to' wank, and three to sle^p, 

And thref to gang betimeen. 

Then he has left his mother^s house, 

And frae her he has gane; 
And be is back to his lady» 

And safely brought her ha^ne. 

Then in it came faer father dear, * 

Was belted in a bcgpid ; ' ^ 

Ii*s nae time for brid^ to lye in bed, 
: When the brid|groom^s sends^ in town. 

There^are four-atid-twenty noble lords 
A' lighted on the j^een ; 
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The fairest knight amang tbem aV 
He must be your bridegroom. 

wha will shoe my foot, my foot ? 
And wha will glove tqj hand ? 

, And wha will prin my sma' middle, 
Wr the short prin- and the langp 

Now out it speaks him, sweet Willie, 
Who knew her troubles best ; 

It is my duty for to serve^ ^ 

As I^m come here as guest. 

Now I will shoe your foot, MiEUsry, 

And I will glove your hand, 
And I wDlf)rin your sma^ middle, 

Wi^ the sma"* prin and the lan§i 

« 
Wha will saddle my steed, she says. 

And gar my bridle ring ? 
And wha will ha'e me to gude church-door. 

This day Tm ill abound ? 

1 will saddle your steed, Maisry, 
• An^gar your bridle ring; 

And ril hae you to gude church-door. 
And safely set you donqpt. 

O healy, healy take me up, ' 

And healy set me dmm ; 
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And set my back until a wa\ 
My foot to yird-fast stane. 

He healy took her frae her horse, 

And healy set her down^ 
And set her back until a wa'. 

Her foot to yird-fast stane. 

When they had eaten and well drunken. 

And a*" had thom^d fine; 
T^ bride's father he took the cup. 

For to serve out the wine. 

Out it speaks the bridegroom's brother, 

Am ill death mat he die ! 
I fear our bride she's bom a bairn, 

Or else has it a dee. * 

* 

She's ta'en out ^ Bible bfeid, 

And deeply has she sworn ; 
If I ha'e bom a bsum, she says, 

Sin' yesterday at morn ; 

Or if I've bom a balm, she says. 

Sin' yesterday at noon ; 
There's nae a lady amang you a' 
• That wou'd been here sae soon. 

Thea out it spake the bridegroom's man. 
Mischance come ower his heel ! 
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Win up, win up, now brid% he says^ 
And dyice a shamefu^ reel.* 

Then out it speaks the faride tiers^. 

And a aorry heart had she; 
Is there nae ane amang you a* 

Will dance this dance for me f 

Then out it speaks him, sweet Willie, 

And he spake aye thro^ pride ; 
O draw my boots fbr me, bitdegrcxim. 

Or I daiice for your bride. 

Then out it spake the bride hersell, 

O na, this maunna be ; 
For I will dance this dance mysell, 

Tho^ my back shou'd gang in |hree. 

She hadna well gane thro* the reel, 
- Nor yet well on the green. 
Till she fell down at Willie^s feet 
As cauld as ony stane. 

He^s ta^en her in his arms twa^ 

And ha'ed her up the stair; 
Then up it came her jolly bridegroom. 

Says, What's your business there ? . 

'The first red that is danced with llie bride, herflliiBle&, 
and two joiing men, and k ci&id thtShme S|Bing» m £eel, 
as the bride chooses the tune that is to be pUyed. 



Digitized by 



Google 



• 1€0 

Then Willie lifted ^p his £9Qt, 

And dang hiiir«loim Uie stair ; 
And brake throe i^ o' the hndeg^NXNuTs side, 

And a word he qMike nae mair. 

Nae meen was made for that lad^i 
Wh^i she was lyittg fdead i * 

But a' was for him, sweet Willie^ 
On the fidds, for the ran mad* 



|?outt0 ptiwce 3attie0. 

There stands^ staoe in wan water, 
It^s lang ere it ffQWgrem; 

Lady Mflliiy sits in her bower door^ 
Sewbg at her silken seam* 

Word^s ^lae to h0c «iother^« kUchen^ 

And to her Other's ha' ; 
That Lady AfwTjf is big mVbmrn, 

And her tpoe love's far ^wo.' 

When her brother ,gM wdrd of this> 

Then fiercely iodced he ; 
Betide me li&» betide me death» 

At Maisry's bower Tse be. 
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Gae saddle to me tbe Usck, the Hack, 

Grae saddle to me the httf^ ; 
Gae saddk to me th« swiftest steed. 

To ba^e me to the town. 

When he cam^ to Maisr/s bower,' 
. He turned him romid about ; 
, And at « little shott window. 
He saw her peeping out. 

Gude morrow, gude morrow. Lady Maiivy, 

God make jou safe and free ! 
Gu^ morrow, gude morrow, my brotbbr dear^ 

Wha( are your wills wi* me ? 

What's come o* a' your green ekdthing 

Was ance for you too side? 
And what's become o* your lang'stays 

Was ance for you too wide ? 

O he that made my duthmg short, 

I hope he'll make them nd€ ; 
And be that made my stays narrow, 

I hope hell make thenr wide. 

O is it to a lord o^ might, 

Or baron o' high degree? 
Or is it to any o' your fisither^s boys 

Bides ip the chase him wi' ? 
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l€s no to my Scottidi katd. 
Nor iMuron o^ JJ^h d^ree ; 
• But English James, thi^ little prince, 
That has beguikd me. 

O was theie not a Soots baron 
That could ba'e fitted tiiee, 
That thus you've lov'd an En^shtfte^ 

And has affirontad-me ? 

t 

Sbt tumM her ri^t and round about, 

The tear blinded her e^e ; 
Whoit is the wrang IVe done, bvoditr, * 

Ye look sae fierce at me ? 

Will ye forsake that English blude. 
When your young babe is bom ? 

rU nae dathat, my bi^other dear, 
Tho' I shou'd be fiirlom. 

Fse cause a man put up the fire, 

Anither ca^ hi the stake; 
And on the head o' yon high hill 

ril bum you for hk sake. 

O where are all my ^all-ii^t men. 

That I pay meat and fee P 
For to hew dbwn baith thistle and ihom 

To bum that lady wi\ 
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Then he has ta'en htt. Lady Maiaiy^ 
And fast he has iier hMUbd ; 

And he caiis'd the fineest o' his aiea 
Drag her frae town to Idvn. 

Then he has eaaai^d nae of his ateh 
Hew down bail4 Ikiltle and thmi ; 

She canM the fieats in heripettieoat lap. 
Her ainsdll for to I 



Then Me fntt xqp this log hmld fire, 
Amther caM in jthe irtake ; 

It was to hmoL hat^ La^ Maisrj, 
All for her trueiove^sdeew 



But it fell aoee iqpcai a dqr> 

Frince.Jants he tiiogght foil lang; 
He minded on the iadjr gsy 

HeleftinfiuraooOaai 

O where will I get a little wee bojr 

Will win gowd:tD hts fte ? 
That will rin on to Adamis high tower. 

Bring tidings tank t»tneP ^ 

O here am I, a IMe me b&y. 

Will win go^ to «rf fee; 
That wiD ran on to Adkoa'k high tower. 

Bring tidings back to thee. 
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Then be ift on to Adum's h%h tow^ 
As fast as guig couM he ; 

And Jie but oei^ waa in time^ 
The fatal idght to i 



He sat hk bent bow to lits hraast, 

And ran right speddiiie ; 
And he is back to hk mafitert 

As fast as gaag cwM he. 

What nein^ v^ nems^ my Iktfe iv^ehoy? 

What news ha'e ye tone? 
Bad news, bad news^imy master ^ear^ 

Bad news, as ye will see. 

Are ony o' noy biggiiis bmnt^ w^hoj^f 

Or ony o^ my towen Woaf 
Or is my lady lighter yeC 

O' dear daug^itor tn: soil ? 

There's naw o* ytmr Irig^ hnmt, masteTi 

Nor nane o' your tow^li won^ 
ik>r is your hKfy lighter j^ 

O' d^ daughter nor max 

There's an im been a big badd fi«fu 

Anither ca'd in Aeatahe; 
And OB the head o' yonhii^ hiU, 

They're to bum her for yoiar nak^ 
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Gae saddle to me the black, the black, 
6ae saddle to me the brown; 

Gae sadcfle to me the swiflestr*6teed, 
To ha^e me to the town. 



Ere he was three mS^ near the town, 
&ie heard his hoaie-&ot patt ; 

Mend upithe fixe, my fiiuse brother. 
It scarce comes to my pap. 

Ere he was twa miles near the town. 

She heard hia bridle ring ; 
Mend up the fire, my fauae l»odier. 

It scarce comes to my dun. 

But look akput, my fause toother. 

Ye see not what I see ; 
I see them comii^ here, or lang 

Will mend the fire fior thee. 

Then up it comes Um, little Prince James, 

And fiercely lockitd he; 
.IIk make my lovers words very true 

She said concerning me. ^ 

' O wha has been sae bacSki, he said. 

As put this bonfire on ? 
And wha has hem sae bauld, he swi, 
Asputthat lady in? 
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Then out it spake her brother then; 

He spoke right furiouslie ; 
Says, I'm the man that put her in, 

Wha dare Innder me i^ 

If my hands had be^ kx)fe, ^e said. 

As they are fastly boond ; 
I wou^d ha'e looted me to the groiffid, 

Gi'en you up your bonny young son. 

I will bum foT: my love's sake. 
Her ftther and her mothor; 

And I will burft for my love's sake,. 
Her aster and her brother* 

And I will bum for my love's fi0», 

The whole o' a' her kin ; 
And I will bum for my love's sake. 

Thro' Linkum and thro' Lin^ 

And mony a bed will I mal^ toom^ 
And bower will I make thm ; 

And mony a babe shall thole the fire, 
For J may enter in. 

Great meen was made for Lady Maisry, 
On that hill whare she was slain ; « 

But mur was for her ain true love, 
On the fields, for he rm brain. 
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Sroton £oi)^'0 Confegstatt. 

It feU upon a WoddBMlttj, 
Brown Robjn's Mm went to sea ; 

But they mw ndther moon nor aim. 
Nor ttaa^Iight wi^ their e^e. 

We^ll cast ker A as amtokg. 
See wiia the vidnppy man mi^ be ; 

The kevol M on Bhnm Rckyn^ 
The master man ma bee. 



It is nae wMicr, sad Bnnnv Bofar|nH 

Altho^ I duma thrive; 
For wi' Tgf mither I bad twa bairns^ 

And wi^ mjr sister five 

But tie me to a phmk o* wude^ 

A|id Hffow me in tbe sea ; 
And if i cnniE, yemaj^ bid me sink. 

But if I innk just lat me bee. 

ThejTiPe tjwd Um to a fmak ^ wude, 
, AmA tbrmmfannintbecBa; 
He didna sulk, tfaoT Amy bade Mm sink. 
He swim'dy and tf^y bade hi him berr 
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He hadna been into Urn fsm 
An^ hour bul barely three; 

Till by it came oar bleaaecl lady, 
H«r dear yoimg son bst m\ 

Will ye gang toycdir men agiba^? 
* Or, will ye ga^g: vi' Bie? 
Will ye gang to t)ie bi^ heavens^ 
Wi^ lay dear son and me? 



I winnaganglK»iDyinMiag»B, ^ 

For they Tioufd be fbar'd i^net; 

But I w>u'd gang to thfi Id^ heaeren^ 
Wi* thy dear soaaadthefe 

It's for nae honpiir ye dMi tife Stt^ llltim Bcl)yn^ 

It's for nae guid ye did to mee; 
But a' is for your finr coofymm, 

You've made upon Ae aea. . • 



Asl wdUud on a pleasant greea^ 
^TwasQnthefiratmmiii^ofMty; > 

I heard tira famthers make their moa% 
And hearkened wdl vbalth^ did siy. 
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The first he gave a grievous sigh, t% 
And sdd, Alas ! and wae is me ! "^ 

We ha'e a brother condemned to deathy 
And the very morn must hanged be. 

Then out it speaks him little Dick, 
I wat a gude fellow was he ; •' 

Had I three men unto my sell, 

Well borrowed shotfd Bell Archie be. 

Out it speaks him Johnny Ha, 

A better fellow by far was he ; 
Ye shall ha'e six men and yoursell, ^ 
. And me to bear you companie. t 

Twa for keepers o* the guard. 

See that to keep it sickerlie ; ^^ 

And twa to come, and twa to gang, 
And twa to speak wi' Bell Archie, i-j 

But we winna gang like men o' weir, 
Nor yet will we like cavalliers ; 

But we will gang like corn buyers. 
And we'll put brechens on our mares. 

Then they are to the jail-house doors, 
And they ha'e tirled at the pin ; 

Ye sleep ye, wake ye. Bell Archie, 
Quickly rise, lat us come in. 
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1 sleep not aft, I lie not saft, 

Wha's there that knocks and kens my name ? 
It is your brothers Dick and John ; 

Ye'll open the door^ lat us come in. 

4^wa', awa', my brethren dearj - 

And ye'll had far awa' frae me ; 
If ye be found at jail-house door, 
I fear like dogs they'll gar ye die. 

Ohon, alas I my brother dear, 

Is this the hearkning ye gie to me ? 

If ye'll work therein as we thereout, 
Well borrow'd shou'd your body be* 

How can I work therein, therein. 

Or yet how can I work thereout^ 
When fifty tons o' Spanish iron 

Are my fair body round about 

He put his fingers to the lock, 

I wat he handled them sickerlie; 
And doors of deal, and bands of steel. 

He gart them all in flinders flee/;: Inf. 

He's ta'en the prisoner in his arms, 
And he has kiss'd him cheek and chin ; 

Now since weVe ifiet, my brother dear. 
There shall be duntit ere wfe twa twine* 

VOL.1, I ^ 
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He's ta'en the prisoner on his back^ . 

And a' his heavy irons tee ; 
But and his marie in his hand, 

And itraight to Annan gate we* he. 

But when they came to Annan water, * 

It was roaring like the sea ; 
O stay a Uttle, Johnny Ha, 
fiere we can neither fecht nor flee, 
r 
O, a refreshment we maun ha'e, ^J| 

We are baith dry and hungry tee ; M 
We'U gang to Kobert's at the mill, ^^"^ 
It stands upon yon Uly lee. ^' 

Up in the morning the jailor raise, 

As soon^^twu light that be odu'd lec; 

Wi'apinto^wineaiidamesisaefiiie, 
Into the pfiwn hcMie went he. 

When he came to the prison door, 
A dreffly Aight he had to see^; 

The locto w«ere Aot, the doors were bfoke. 
And a' the ffrisoncars^^e* *««• 

Yell gae and wake* AMWtt town, 
^ Raise up five hundred ia«ii»dth»e; 
And if these xasoals «ay be found, 
I vow like dogs rU gar them die. 
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O dinna ye hear proud Annan roar, 
Mair loud than ever roar'd the sea ? 

We'll get the rascals on this side, 
Sure they can neither fecht nor flefe* 

Same gar ride, and some gar rin, 
Wi' a' the haste that ye can make ; 

We'll get them in some tavern house. 
For Annan water they winna take. . 

As little Dick was looking round. 
All for to see what he could see. 

Saw the proud sheriff trip the pl^n. 
Five hundred men his companie. 

O fare ye well, my bonny wife, 
likewise ArewsU, my dhiUreii three ; 

Fare ye well, ye landb o* Cafield, 
For yon agam I nSjer will tee. 

For w^ I koot 008 1 oflittie here, 
That Afllnaii #ater wmi'd mm i^e ; 

My hone is ybungi, fae^ll nae lat lide, 
And m thiis water i nwan die* 

Out it speaks biiiL Jcinmy Ha, . 

I wat a fade fsUow was ke ; 
O pb^pie ufo" yoarxxiwaidly lace^ 

The bluiitest man I e*^er did sfee^ 

4 
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Gi'e me your horse, take ye my mare. 
The devil drown my mare and thee ; 

Gi'e mc the prisoner on behind, 

And nane will die but he that's fay. 

He quickly lap upo"" the horse, ^ 

And strait the stirrups siccarlie; '// 

And jump'd upo' the other side, 
Wr the prisoner and his irons tee. 

The sheriff then came to the bank, Ji^ 
And heard its roaring like the sea; 

Says, How these men they ha^e got ower. 
It is a marvel unto me. 

I wadna venture after them, 
For a' the crimmals that I see f 

Nevertheless, now Johnny Ha, 
Throw ower the fetters unto me. 

Deil part you and the fetters, M ^d. 
As lang as my mare needs a shee ; 

If she gang barefoot ere they be done, 
I wish an ill death mat ye die. :. 

Awa', awa', now Johnny Ha, 

Your talk to me seems very snell ; 

Your mither^s been some wild rank witch^ 
And you, yoursell, an imp o' helL 
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O open the door, my honey, my heart, 
O open the door, my ain kind dearie ; 

Tor dinna ye mind upo' the time. 

We met in the wood at the well sae wearief 

O gi'e me my castick, my dow, mj dow, 
O gi'e me my castick, my ain kind dearie ; 

For dinna ye mind upo' the time, 

We met in the wood at the well sae wearie ? 

O gi'e me my brose, my dow, my dow, 
O gi*e me, my brose, my ain kind dearie. ; 

Foi dinna ye diind upo' the time. 
We met io: the wood at the^well sae wearie ? 

O ^'e me my kidl, my dow, my dow, . 

O ^'e me my kail, my ain kind dmie ; 
For dinna ye mind upo' the time. 

We met in the wood at the well sae wearie ? 

O lay me down, my dow^ my dow, 
O lay ne down, my am kind deaqe^ 

3?or dinna^ye ftiind upo' the tune. 
We met m the wood at the well sae wearie ? 
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O woe to you now, my dow, my dow, • 
O woe to you now, my wile fause dearie ; 

And Oh ! for the time I had you again. 
Plunging the dubs at the well sae we^ne ! 



Lady Maisry forth from her bower came,. 

And stood on her tower head ; 
She thought she heard a bridle ring. 

The sound did her heart guid. 

She thought it was her first true love. 
Whom die loved anoe in time ; 

But it was her new love^ Hunting, 
Come fiae the hunting o'' the hyn'. 

Gude morrow, gude morrow, La^y Maisry, 

Grod make you saf^ and free f 
I'm come to t^e my last farewell, 

And (Mry my last visit la thee. 

O stay, O stay then, young Hunting, 

O stay with me this night; 
Ye shall ha^e cheer, an^ cl^Eurcoal d^^. 

And c^mdles burning bright. 
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H«i^e no more cheer, you lady fair, 
An hour langer for me ; i. 

I have a lady in Garmouth town 
I love better than thee. 

if your love be changed, my love. 
Since better canno' be ; 

Nevertheless, for auld lang syne, 
Ye' 11 stay this night wi' me. 

Silver, silver shall be your wage, 
And gowd shall be your fee ; 

And nine times nine into the year, 
Your weed shall changed be. 

Will ye gae to the cards or dice^ 

Or to a tavern fine ? 
O/ will ye gaertb a^tdblefoiebye,' . 

And bill buth beer and vrim ^ 

1 winnag^mgiathec^rdgaor dicb. 

Nor to a tavern fine ; 
Ba^ I will gai^ tcva table fbrabpe^ 
- Ajad bkl baitb beer and wina 



Then she has^^diaWn for young Hiin^^ 
The beer but a»d the wine; ' -^ ^' 

Till she got him as deadly drmk v 1 
As ony unhdlowed swine. • ' 
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Then she's ta'en out a trusty brand. 

That hang below her gare ; 
Then she's wounded him, young Hunting, 

A deep wound and a sair. 

nen out it speaks her comrade, J j^. .i 
Bdng in the companie ; /ix! oxf^' 

Alas ! dus deed that ye ha'e done, 'J V 
Will nun baith you and me. 

Heq^well, heal well, you Lady Katharine, 

Heal well this deed on me ; 
The robes that were shapen for my bodie. 

They shall be sewed for thee. ^dvv^jV 

The' I wou'd heal it never sae well^jja^ iil 
And never sae well, said she ; ^jYuJ ifi 

There is a God above us baith. 
That can baith hear and see. 

They booted him and ^puxred hinr» 
As he*d been gaun to ride ; ^ 

A hunting-horn about Us neck^ 
A sharp sword by his side. 

And Ihey rode on» and fartfaeif on. 

All the lang Bununer's tide ; 
Until they came to wan water» 

Where a' man ca's it Clyde, 
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And the deepest pot in Clyde's water. 

And there they flang him in ; 
And put a turf on his breast bane, '* 

To had young Hunting down. » ^ 

O out it speaks a little wee bird. 
As she sat on the brier ; ' iir.;i 

Gae hame, gae hame, ye Lady Maisry, 
And pay your maiden'^s hire. 

O I wilipay my makien^s hire, .« 

And hire I'll gi'e to thee ; • 

If yerll conceal this &tal deed, 
Ye's ha'e gowd for your fee. 

Then out it speaks a bonny bird^ 

That flew aboon their head ; 
Keep well, keep wdl your green daithing, 

Frae ae drap o' his bluid. 

O rU keep well my green cUdtbing 

Frae aa drap 6" his bluid ; 
Better than Til do yoor flattering tongue. 

That flutters in your head. 

Come down, come down, my bomiy' bird. 

Light down upon n^ hand ; 
For ae gowd feather that^s in your wing, 

I wou'd gi'e a' my land. 
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How shall I come down, how can I come down? 

How shall I come down to thee ? 
The things ye said to young Hunting, 

The same yeVe saying to me. 

But it fell out on that same day^^^r^n i . 

The king was gmng to ride ; \^ jiU 
And he call'd for him, young Hunting, 

For to ride by his side. 

TheoLout it sp^Bftbi tb^ liktk you^ 8oii» 

Sat on the nurcie^Q bnee ; 
It fears me sair, said that young babo^ 

He's in bow^ wi* ycm ladicu 

Then they Ivi!^ iaU'd b^r^ I^y Katteran, 

And she swivr0 by the tboniy 
That ^ saw mi hUPy y wng Huntiiigt 

Sin' yesterday at inonu 

Then they hk*^ ql^'d her, Ladjji MaMEjr^ 

And she sware by the moon^ 
That she s^w noi \ita, youag Hantii^, 

Sm' yesterday 1^ noQBu 

He ymfhj^f^hjm at thb Cljrde'a mtes, . 

Perhaps he b^ fd^ in* 
The kii^ hf: caU'd hk liiYert all» 

To dive for his young son. 



Digitized by 



Google 



138 

They div*d in duro' the wan bum-twik, 
Sae did they outtbm' the otber ; 

We^U dive nae mai]*, 90(iA these young men, 
Suppose h^ irere aw Iwothier. 

Then out it spake a little bird, , ^i! - 
That flew aboon their head ; - h v 

Dive on, dive on, ye divers all. 
For there he lies indeed. : ;; . jklnil 

But ye'U Icftffe $S jt)w d^ diving, 

And ye'il dive in the night ; . 
l^he pot whore youitg Hunting liqs in^ 

The candles th^ll biurn bngbt. 

There are twa ladies in y^jpLJxfmd^^ 

And even in yon ha'; 
And they fafl^e UUtl bim» ymag HuQI^g, 

And casten him 4wa% 

They booted him aad q^tufred hinii^ 

As be^d been giiun to rid? ; 
A hunting horn tiied round his neck, . 

A sharp sword by his ^de. 

The deepest pot o* Clyde's water. 

There they flanghim in ; 
Laid a turf on his breast bane. 

To had young Hunting down. 
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Now they left aff th^ day diving, 
And they dived on the night ; 

The pot that young Hunting lay in, 
The candles were burning bright 

The king he called his hewers all. 
To hew down wood and thorn ; 

For to put up a strong balMffe, 
These ladies for to bum. 

And tkey haV ta'en her. Lady Katharine, 

And they ha7e pitten her in ; 
But it wadna li^t upon bar cheek. 

Nor wou'^d it on her chin ; 
But sang the points o^ her yellow hair. 

For healing the deadly sin. 

Then they ha^e ta'en her. Lady Maisry, 

And they ha^e put h&t in. 
first it lighted on her cheek. 

And syne upon her chin ; 
And sang the points o* her yellow hair, 

And she burnt like keckle.pin« 
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There was a maid ridkly Brmyd, 

In robes were rare to see; 
For seven years ai^ something mair. 

She serv'd a gay ladie. 

But bemg fond o^ a higher place, '' 

In service she'Aoi^t lang ; 
She took her viantle her about^ 

Her coffer by the band. 

And t» she walked by the shore aide/ 

As blythe^sabird on tree; 
Yet still she gaz^d her round about, 

To see what she could see« : . . . 

At laiSt she spied a £tde easde, 
That stood near by the sea; - 

She spied it far, and drew it near^ ^ 
To that castle went slie 

And- when she came to diat eaatle. 
She tirled at the pn ; 

And ready stood a little wee boy^ 
To lat this fair maid in» 
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O who's the owner ci-diis place, 

O {MNTter boy tell me ? 
Thig place belongs unto a queen 

O' birth nod l^bckigi^ 

She put her hiuid ia'ter-pockeCy 
And ga^e hmi sfaoUings thueei 

port^ bear mj m cs sngB weUt 
Unto the queen &ae toTb 

The porter!»gtoe UsfiMethe^fittien, 
Fell low dqpwn da hiahilte; . 

Win up, winiipv my pcKlsr boy. 
What makes thikwirft^e^^? 

1 ha'e batt^porttrafyotir yMt8» 
My dame, tbor years fiiUibDe^; 

But see m kdb IB^ ymr ]^etffl^ 
The fiurest nqr i^^didi 



Cast up my ydtBieidkinAii mA btfai^ 

Lat her cooie ia to vat ; 
And 111 kmv by irar odui^efll^ : 

Lord^s daughter if she be. 



When shi ant imbe&mtfaeqtKa^ . 

Fell low down on her knee ^ ^ 
Service fraeybi^ aiy ^une, tte quioeor^ 

I pray you grant it : 
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What station wUl ye be ? 
Can ye card wool, or spai, fair maid, 

Or milk the oows to me ? 

No, I can neither card nor spin, 

Nor cows I canno' milk ; 
But ait into a lady's bower. 

And sew the seams o' silk. 'h^h 

What is your ni|»|e, ye comedy dane^ ' 

Pray tell tbia unto ^e? . 
O Bland9«9^ur»thatigmy hiuaa. 

Bom in a stiSDgeoouBtiie t 

O keep ye wdtt firsie Je%flBriee^ 

My aiu dear son i^ he; 
When othfffiT IfidMEt gut a gifiy 

O^ that ye shall 1^ three, i : 

It wasna tald inlo4be bmre^y 

Till it went thro' tke te?. 
That Jdiyflknioe and Bloodisdoar 

Were grown awfer great witfaaT/ 

Whendthe quel's maids thdr visits |iaid^ 

Upo^ the gude Yule day ; 
When other ladies got horse to ride> 

She boud take foot and gae. 
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The queen she calM her stable groonfy 

To come to her ri^t se^ ; 
Says, Ye^ll take out yon wild waith steei^ 

And bring hint to the greoi, 

Ye'll take the bridte^ae his hetvl. 
The lighters frae his e^en ; v ' 

^Ere she ride three times roim' the ecoo^ 
H6r weel day&vill be dime* 

Jellyfloriee his true Jove spjdd. 

As she rade rounl the laross'; 
And thrice he kissed her loTeLy lips^ 

And took her fh» h^ horse. 

Gang to your bo#er, my lily £ower| 

For a^ my mother^s spite ; 
Thec^^s nae other amang her nuuds. 

In whom I take delight 

Ye are my jewel, and only ane^ 

Nane^s do you iiyury ; 
For ere this*day-month come and gangy 

My wedded wife ye^se be i , 
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^Twas early on a May momingy 
Lady Isabel comVd her hair; 

But little kent she or die morn. 
She wou*d never comb it mair. 

^Twas early on a May morning, 

Lady Isabel rang the keys ; 
But*little kent she or the mom^ 

A fey woman she was. 

Ben in came her step-mothery 

Ab whitens the lily flower ; 
It's tauld me this day, Isabel, 

You are your father^s whore. 

O them that tauld you that, mother^ 
I wish they ne'er drink wine ; 

For if I be the same woman. 
My ain sell drees the pine. £ 3uc • 

And thenf that^s tauld you that, mothei"^ 

I wish they ne'ei: drink ale ; 
For if I be the same woman. 

My ain sell drees the dul. 

VOL. I. K 
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It may be very wdl se^, Isabef^ 

It may be very well seen, 
He buys to you the damask gowns^ 

To me the dowie green. 

Ye are of age, and I am young. 
And young amo^ my fbwers ;. 

The fairer that my claithing be. 
The midr honour b yours. 

I hae a love beyond the sea^ 

And far ayont the faem ; 
For ilka gown my father buys me^ 

My ain luve sends me ten. 

Come ben, come ben, now Lady Isabel^ 
And drink the wine wi^ me ; 

I hae twa jewela in ae coffer. 
And ane o^ than I'll gud. 

Stay still, stay still, my mother dear^ 

Stay still a little wUk, 
Till I gang into Maiykirk, 

It's but a little mile; 

Whte she gaed on;to Maiykiik^ * 

And into Mary^s quire^ 
There she saw ha: ain mother 

Sit in a gowden dbair. 
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will I leave the lands^ mother? 
Or shall I sail the sea? 

Or shall I drink this dowie drinfc. 
That is prepared for me ? 

Ye winna leave the lands, daughter^ 

Nor will ye sail the sea. 
But ye will drink thia dowie drink. 

This woman's prepared for thee. 

Your bed is made in a better, place 
Than ever her'e will be. 

And ere ye're cauld into the room. 
Ye will be ther^ wi' me. 

Come in, ccMne in, now Lady ^bel, 
And drink the wine wi' me ; 

1 ha^e twa jewels in ae coffer. 
And ane o' them rU pe. 

Stay still, stay still, my mother dear, 
Stay still a little wee, 

'^'^ I ga^g to yon garden green, ^ 
My Maries a' to see. 

To some'she gae the broach, the broach, 
To some she gae a ring ; . 

But wae befa' her «tep*mother. 
To her she gae iiae thing. 
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Come in, came in, now Lady Isabel, 
And drink the wine wi' me ; 

I hae twa jewels in ae coffer, 
And ane 6* them I^ll gie. 

Slowly to the bower she came. 

And slowly enter'd in ; 
And being full o' courtesie. 

Says, Begin, mother, begin. 

She put it till her cheek, her cheek, 
Sae did she till her chin ; 

Sae did she till her fu^ ftiuse Ups> 
But never a drap gaed in. 

Lady Isabel put it till her diedc, 

Sae did she till her chin ; 
Sae did she till her rosy Mps, 

And the rank poison gaed in. 

O take this cup frae me, mother, 

O take this cup frae me ;; 
My bed is made in a better place 

Than ever yours will be. 

My bed is in the heavens high, * 

Amang the angels fine ; 
But ypurs is in the lowest hell. 

To drie torment and pin& 
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Nae moan was made for Lady Isabd, 
In bower where she lay dead ; 

But a' was for that ill woman. 
In the fields mad she gaed. 



First I was Lady o^ Black Riggs, 

And then into Kincraigie ; 
Now I am the Lady o' Gight, 

And my love he's ca^d Geordie. 

I was the mistress o' Pitfan, 

And madam o' Kincraigie ; 
But now my name is Lady Anne, 

And I am Gight^s own lady. 

We courted in the woods o' Gight, 
Where birks and flow'rs spring bonny ; 

But pleasures I had never one, 
But sorrows thick and mony. 

He never own^d me as his wife, 
Nor honour'^d me as his lady; 

But day by (hy hp saddles the grey. 
And rides to Bignet^s lady. 
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When Bignet he got word c^ that. 
That Gig^t lay wi^ his lady ; 

He's casten him in prison strong. 
To ly till lords were ready. 

Where will I get a little wee boy. 
That is baith true and steady. 

That will run <m to bonny Gight, 
And bring to me my lady. 

O here am I, a little wee boy. 
That is buth true and steady. 

That will run to the yates o^ Gight, 
And bring to you your lady. 

Te^ll bid hei; saddle the grey, the grey. 
The brown rode ne^er so smartly ; ' 

Ye'U bid her come to Edinbro* town, 
A^ for the life of Greordie. 

The night was fiur, the moon was clear. 

And he rode by Bevany; 
And stopped at the yates o^ Gight, 

Where leaves were thick and mony. 

The lady look^'d o*er castle wa^. 
And dear but she was sorry ; 

Here comes a page frae Edinbro^ town, 
A' is nae well wi' Geordie. 
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Wbat news, yiiat news, my liule boy P 
Come tett me soon and diortly ; 

Bad news, bad news, my lady, he said. 
They're gomg to hang your Geordie. 

Ye^U saddle to me the ^ey, the grey. 
The brown rade ne'er so smartly ; 

And I'll awa' to Edinbro* town. 
Borrow the life o' Geordie. 

When she came near to Edinbro' town, 

I wyte she didna tarry ; 
But she has mounted her grey steed. 

And ridden the queen's berry. 

X When she came to the boat of Leith, 
I wat she didna tarry ; 
She gae the boatman a guinea o^ gowd, 
To boat her ower the ferry. 

When she cam* to the pier o' Ldth, 
The poor they were sae many. 

She ^feait the gowd right libendlie. 
And bade than pray for Greordie. 

When she gaed up the tolbooth stair. 
The nobles there were many ; 

And ilka ane stood hat on head. 
But hat in hand stood Geordie. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



11^ 

-She gae a Uink out ower them a\ 
And three blinks to her Grecnrdie ; 

But when dxe saw his een fiu t bound, 
A fwooa fell in this lady. 

Whom has he xobb'd? What has he stole ? 

Or has he killed ony? 
Or what^s the crime that he has done. 

His foes they are sae looaj ? . 

He hasna brunt, he hasna slain, 

He hasna robbed ony ; 
But he haft iaoe another crime, ..... 

For which he will pay dearly. 

Then out it spesdui Lord Montague, i ^ 

(O wae be to his body f) 
The day we hanged young Charles Hay, 

The mom we'll head your Geosdie. 

Then out it speaks tl» kingJiinweH, i 

Yow but he spake bonny; 
Come here young Gight, confess your«ins, 

Let^s hear if. they be mony. 

Come ha% youfig Gight, confisss your ans, 

See ye be true and steady ; 
And if your mns they be but sma',' 

Then ye'se win wi' your lady. 
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Nane have I jsobb^d, nought have I stbwn. 

Nor hate I killed ony ; 
But ane o' the king's best brave steeds, 

I sold him in Bevany. 

Then out it speaks the king-agam^ 

Dear, but he spake, bcnmy ; 
That jcrime's nae great, for your lady's sake, 

Put on your hat now, Geordie. 

Then but it speaks Lord Montague^ 

wae be to his body ! 

There^s guilt app^iurs in Gighti^s ain fSsice, 
Ye^ll cross examine Geordie. 

Now since it all I must onifess,^ 

My crimes baith great and mony : 
A w<Hnan alnised, five orphan babes, * 

1 killed them for thdr money. 

Out it speaks the king agun^ 

And dear but he w^s sorry ; 
You» confession brings con&sion, 
*Take aff your hat now, G^rdie. 

Then out it speaks die lady hersell. 

Vow but she was sorry ; 
Now alt my life 1^11 wear the black. 

Mourn for. the death o' Oe(H:die. 
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Lord Hirntly then lie diiLspeak out, 

fiur mot fa* his body! 

I there will fight doublet alane, 
Orony thing ails Geordie. 

Then out it speaks the king i^ain. 

Vow but he spake bonny; 
If ye^U tell down ten diousand oowns, 

Ye'll buy the life o' Geordie. 

■■ 

She spread her mantle cm the ground. 
Dear but she spread it bonny ; 

Some gae her crowns, soq^ dncadoons. 
And some gae dollars mony. 

Then she tauld down ten thousand crowns,- 
Put on ygur hat, my Geordie. 

Then out it speaks Lord Montague, 

Wae be to his body ! 
I wish that Gight wanted tlie head, 

1 might enjoy'd his lady. 

Out it speaks the lady hersell. 

Ye need ne'er wish my body^ * 

O ill befa' your wizzcn'^d snout ! 

Wou'd ye compare wi' Geordie ? 

When she was in her saddle set. 
Riding the hffs sae bonny ; 
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The fiddle and fleet played ne'er sae sweety 
As she behind her Geordie. 

O Geordie, Greordie, I love you well, 
Nae jealousie cou^d move me ; 

The birds io mr, that fly iif piiirs. 
Can witness how I love you. 

Ye^ll call for one, the best o** clerks, 
Ye^ll call him soon and shortly ; 

As he may write what I indite, 
A' this I^ve done for Geordia 

He tumM him right and round about. 
And hig^, high looked Geordie ; 

A finger o^ Bigness ladjr's handf 
Is worth a' your fair body. 

My lands may a** be masterless. 
My bal9es may want their mother ; 

But I^ve made a vow, will keep it true, 
I<11 be bound to no other. 

if ese words they caused a great dispute, 
And proud and fierce grew Greordie ; 

A sharp dagger he pulled out, 
And piercM the heart o's lady. 
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The lady's dead, and Gigfat he^ fled. 
And left his lands behind him ; 

Altho^ th^ searched south and north, 
There were nane there oou^d find him. 

Now a* that liy^d into Black Biggs, 

And likewise in Kineraigie, 
For seven years were dad in black. 

To mourn for Gighf s own lady. 



Willie stands in his stable door, 
And dapping at his steed ; 

And looking o^er his white fingers. 
His nose began to bleed. 

Gie com to my horse, mother, 
And meat to my young man; 

And I«ll awa' to M^gie^s bower, 
I<11 win ere she lie down. * 

O bide this night wi' me, Wilhe, - 

O bide this night wi' me ; 
The best an' cock o* a* thoreest. 

At your supper shall be. 
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A' your cocks, and a* your reesti^ 

I value not a prin ; 
For 1*11 awa' to Meg^e's bower^ 

1*11 win ereshe lie down. 

Stay this nij^t wi' me, WilHe, 

stay this night vnJ me ; 
The best an' sheep in a' the flock 

At your supper shall be. 

A' your dbeep, and a' your flocks^^ 

1 value not a prin ; 

For 1*11 awa* to Meggie^s bower, 
141 win ere she lie down* 

O an' ye gang to M^;gie's bowei^ 

Sae sair against my will; 
The deepest pot in Clyde's water, 

My malison ye's feel. 

The guid steed that I lide upon^ 

Cost me thrice thretty poimd ; 
And Iffl put trust in his swift feet,. . 

To hae me safe to land. 
*■ 
As he rade ower ycm high, high hilly 

And down yon dowie den. 
The noise that was in Clyde's watet 

Wou'd fear'd five huoer meo^ 
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O roaring Clyde, ye roar oiver loud. 
Your streams seem wond^rous Strang; 

Make me your wreck as I oome badc^ 
But spare me as I gang. 

Then he is cm to Meg^^s hower, 

Amd tirled at th»pin ; 
O sleep ye, wake ye, Meg^, he sidd, 
« Te'*ll open, lat me come in. 

wha is this at my bower do(Nr, - 
That calls me by my name ? 

It is your first We, sweet Willie, 
This night newly come hame. 

1 hae few lofers iheraout^ thereout, 
As few hae I therein ; 

The best an' love tbkt evar I had. 
Was here just late yestreoi. 

The warstan stable in a" your staUes, 
For my puhr steed to stand ; 

The warstan bower in V your bower% 
For me to lie therdn : 

My boots are fa* o' Clyde^s water,, 
rm shivering at the dnt. 

My bams axt fa' o* com, Willie, 
My stables are fa* o* hay ; 
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My bowers are fu^ o' gentlemen, 
They41 nae remove till daij. 

Q fare-ye-wdl, my feme Meg^, 

O farewell, and adieu ; 
I^e gotten my mither's maliaon, 

This night coming It yon. 

As he rode ower yoa high, high lull. 

And down yon dowie den; 
The mahing that was in ClydcVt water. 

Took Williams cme fine him. 

He leaned him ower his saddle bow. 

To catch his cane again; 
The rttshing that was in Clyde's water, 
• Took Willie's hat fi»e hinu 

He lean'd him ower lus saddle bow. 
To catch his hat thro'' force; 

The rushing that was in Clyde^s water, 
Todc Willie frae his horse. 

His brither stood upo^ the bank, - 
Say Sx Fye, man, will ye drown P 

Ye<ll turn ye toyeur high horse head. 
And learn how to sown* 
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How caivl turn to my horse head-,- 

And learn how to sowm P 
I^ve gotten my mither^s malison, 

It^8 here that I maun drown .^ 

The very hour this young man sank> 

Into the pot s^b de^. 
Up it wakened his love, Meggie, 

CKit o*' hev drowsy sle^. 

Come heie, c6me here, my miUher deai^ 
And read tins dreary dream ; 

I dreamed my love was at our yates, ^ 
And nane wad let him in/ 

Lye still; fyd iitilf now, my M^[giet, 
Lye still and tak 3rour rest ; « 

Sin' your true love was at your yates^ 
It^ but twa quarters past 

Nimbly, niinbly raise sha up^ 

And nimbly pat she on ; 
And the higher that the lady cried. 

The louder Wew die wiii^ ^ 

The first an* step diaA she s^i^Uin^. 

She stepped to the (pieet^ 
Ohon, alas ! sud tjiat lady, 

This watt's wond'rous deq>. 
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The next an' step that she wade in, 

She wadit to the knee ; 
Says she, I cou'^ wide farther in> 
» If I my love cou\i see. 

The next an"* step that she wade in, 

She wadit to the chhf ; 
The deepest pot in Clyde's water 

She got sweet Willie in. 

YouVe had a cruel mither, Willie, 
And I have had anither ; 

But we lihall sleep in Clyde's water, 
Like sister an' like blither. 



Earl Richard had but ae daughter, 
A maid o^ birth and &me ; 

She loved her father's kitchen boy,— - 
The greater was her shame. 

But she could ne'er her true love see, 

'Nor with him^xxdd she talk. 
In towns where she had wcmt to go. 
Nor fields where idle could walk. 
VOL. I. L 
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But ijk fett ance upoii a df y. 
Her father went frpin hope ; 

She's calTd upp^ ih^ Hitch^n boy^ 
To come and iAfan her rooB^ 

Con^ 81,1 y^ dowj^ by me, WiSJie, 
Come sit ye #^|m. ^p(y ];i^e ; 

Theresa v^ a ^4 m a'* ^|ie iM^rtb 
That I caa by^ b^t tbe^* 

Let nerer the like b^ I^e^^, 1^X> 

Nor let it ^v^ be; . 
For i? ypuy fatjljer get; ^s^dj Q'^^ihifly 

He will gar hajng me hi^. 

O ye shall ne'er be hanged, "gillie. 
Your blude shall ne^er be drawn f 

I<11 lay my life in pledge o* thine, 
TPoujr bodyVne*er geiwru^. 

Excuste.me now, my: cmri% <ki»e, 
No langen hgrt» VII slay ; 

You. knoivf my tiiBe ianear Gsaphf'd, 
And now I musii avay» 

The masteM^ook wifiLon mejcally 
And ahawerediheimustbe;. 

If I i|m foiuad/ iiii bower wsdi. tbee> 
GreolfiDgw will them be. ; 
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The mast^r-oojok mil (hi you call, 
But shall not angwer*d be j 

I'll put javi m a h%ber jdace 
Than any oodi'sr 



I have a co£^ full of gold, 

Another -of white Docpie ; 
And I will buUd a bonny ship, 

And set my kwe to sea. 

Silk shaU^b^ your sailijag cio(he% 

Gold yellow uai your hair ; 
Aa whitQilike n^k are yoat twa haa<^ 

Your body neat, mk^ fiur. 

This lady^^with her fiur speechel, 
l^e made the b(fy gsdw^ bold';. 

And he begpn^ to kiss Kndeltfp, 
And on his-Iove lay hdkk 

And .^be ha8rbuilt>bi^BUi3l^ ship^ 

Set her love to- the setf;/ 
Seven scoeef o'^ hrid^ jfcmtig meSi^ 

To bear hiip^com^a^eu 

Then shii^.ta'eokQiita^^y^^difiiig^ 

To him j^ dMF:i^git9;^ 
This will BMtody^aro^the'bdie^ .WiUlfe* 

That's laid beir love on.tftfm ) 
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Then he*s ta'eo oat a jwece of gdd. 

And he brake it in two; 
All I have in the world, my dam^ 

For love^ I give Uyyour. 

Now he is to his bonny ship. 

And merniy ta'en the sea ; 
The lady lay o'er castle wa% 

The tear blinded her e'e. 

They had not sailed upon the sea 

A week but barely three. 
When came a prosperous gale rf wind,- 

On Spain's coast landed he. 

A lady lay o'er castle wa'. 

Beholding dale and down ; 
And she beheld the bonny slup 

Come sailing to the town. 

Come here, come here, my Maries a% 

Ye see not what I see ; 
For here I see the bonmest ship 

That ever saiPd the sea. 

In her there is the Inravest squire 
That e'er my eyes^d«4 see ; 

All dad in »lk, and ||^ attire. 
And comely, comelyVhe. 
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busk, O busk, my Maries aU, 

busk and make ye fine ; 
And we wilt on to yon shore side, 

Invite yon squire to dine. 

Will ye come up to my castle ^ 

Wi' me, and take your dine ? 

And ye shall eat the gude white bread. 
And drink the claret wine. •;' 

1 thank you for your bread, lady, 

1 thank you for your wine ; • 
I thank you for your kind offer, 

But now I have not time. * 

I would gi^e all my land, she says. 
Your gay bride were I she ; 

And then to live on a small portion. 
Contented I would be. ...... 

She^s far awa' frae me, lady. 

She's far awa' frae me. 
That has my heart a-keeping fast, 

And my love still she^l be. 

But ladies they are unconstant, 
When their loves go to sea ; ,\ 

And she*ll be wed ere ye gae back, 
My love, pray stay wi' me. 
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If she be wed ere I go back, 

And prove sae &]se to me, 
I shalllive single all my life,— 

1*11 ne'er wed one but she. 

Then she^s taVn out a gay gold ring. 

And ga'e him presentlie ; 
^Twill mind you on the lady, young man^ 

That liud her love on thee. 

The ring that^s on my mid finger 

Is far dearer to me, 
Tho' yours were o' the gude red gold. 

And mine the metal free. 

He view'^d them all, baith neat and small. 

As they stood on the shore ; 
Then hoist the mainsail to the wind, 

Adieu, for evermore ! - '-' 

He had not saiPd upon the sea 

A week but barely three, 
Until there came a prosperous gale. 

In Scotland landed he. 

But he put paint upon his face, '►' 

And oil upon his hair ; 
Likewise a mask above his brow. 

Which did disguise him sair. 



Digitized by'GoOgle 



(SI . 

Earl Rich^ lHy o*e^ ca^le W, 

Beholding Me tod down; 
And he behdd the bbnny fihip 

Come sailing to tlie town. 

Come heire, 66iAI^ beti, iny dadght^ dear, 

Ye see not what I feee ; 
For here I see the bonnie^ Mp 

That eV» saiPd the sea. 

In her thei^ is the brbvest sl|iure 

That ^'er my eyes did see ; 
O busk, O bui^^ my daughter d^. 

Come here, coltte here, to me. 

O busk^ btlsk^ inyddughter dear, 

O busk, md make ye fine ; 
And wfe nHil oh t6 th^ shbre nde. 

Invite yon squire to diiie. 

He«^ fidr hw^' tz^ me^ ftther, 

He<s far 8#b' frae itie. 
Who has the kee^nng o^ thy heart, 
- And Ml #ed tiftne kii he. 

Whoever hds ^otir heuH; in hAhd, 

Yon lad's th& in^teh for th^ ; 
And h^ diMl come to iny castle 

This day, and dine wi' me. 
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Will ye come up to my castie '» 

With me, and take your dine ? 

And ye shall eat the gude white breads 
And drink the claret wine. 

Yes, I^Il come up to your castle 
With you, and take my 4ine ; 

For I would give my bonny ship 
Were your fair daughter mine. 

I would give all my lands, he said. 
That your bride she would be ; 

Then to live on a small portion. 
Contented would I be. 

As they gaed up fiom yon sea strand, 
An4 down the bowling green. 

He drew the mask out oVr his face. 
For fear he should be seen. 

He's done him down from bower to bowtf. 

Likewise from bower to ha** ; 
And there he saw that lady gay, 

The flower out o'er them a\ • 

He's ta^en her in his arms twa. 

And haird her courteouslie ; 
Excuse me, sir, there^s no strange man 

Such freedom use with me. . 
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Her father tum'd him round about, 
A light lau^ then ^ve he ; 

Stay, I^U retire a little while. 
Perhaps you may ^gree. 

Now Willie^s ta'en a gay goid ring. 

And gaverher presentlie ; 
Says, Take ye that, ye lady fair, 

A love token from me. 

O got ye't on the sea sailiqg P 

Or got ye't on the tand ? 
Or got ye't on the coast of Spain, 

Upon a dead man's hand ? 

Fine silk it was hisMailing clothes, 

Grold yellow was his hair ; 
It would ha'e made a hale heart bleed 

To see him lying there. 

He was not dead as I pass'd by, 

But no remeid could be ; 
He gave me this token to bear 

Unto a fair ladie. 

And by the marks he has descry v'd, 
Fm sure that you are she ; 

So take this token of free will. 
For him you^ll never see. 
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In seltow sIkc tote her monrie^ 
With 6dt<e shi^.tdre h^ hair; 

Now since Vve lost iny omk true loye, 
I'll ne'er lott yintig i«en mik. 

He drew the ttiftdk from ciff hi^ fttce> 
The lady sweetly fimiled $ ' 

Awa', aW, ye tam^ WiiUe, 
How have y<m nx^ beguiled ? 

Earl Richard he went thro' the ha\ 
The wine glasfi m his hand ; 

But little thou^t hift kitchen boy. 
Was hdr o>^ a' his land. 

But this she kept wifiiin her heart, 

And never tdid to <me ; 
Until nbe tAonths &ey w^i^ e±fk^ 

That h^ young Ma cdia6 hc«ne. 

She told it to her father dear ; '^ ^H 

He said, Daughter, well won ; ^ ' 

You've married for love, not for gold. 
Your joys will ne'er be done. 
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Sweet Willie was a widow'^s son. 
And milk-white was his weed; 

It sets him weel to bridle a horse. 
And better to saddle a steed, my dear, 
And better to saddle a steed 

But he is on to Maisry^s bower door. 

And tirled at the pin ; 
Ye sleep ye, wake ye, Lady Maisry, 

Ye*ll open, let me come in, my dear, 

Ye*ll open, let me come in. 

O who is this at my bower door^ 
Sae well that knows my name ? 

It is your sin true love, Willie, 
If ye love me, lat me in, my dear. 
If ye love me, lat me in* 

Then huly, holy raise she up. 

For fear o^ making din ; 
Then in her arms lang and bent. 

She caught sweet Willie iH, my dear, 

She caught sweet Willie hi. 
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She leaned her low down to her toe, 

To loose her true love's sljeea ; 
But cauldy cauld were the draps o' bleed. 

Fell fae bis trusty brand, my dear. 

Fell fae his trusty brand. 

What frightfu'' siglft is that, my love ? 

A frightfu' sight to see ; 
What bluid is this on your sharp brand, 

O may ye not tell me, my dear ?. * 

O may ye not tell me ? 

As I came thro' the woods this night. 

The wolf maist worried me ; 
O shou'd I slain the wolf, Maisry ? 

Or shou'd the wolf slain me, my dear ? 

Or shou'd the wolf slain me ? 

They hadna kiss'd nor love clapped. 

As lovers when they meet. 
Till up it starts her auld father 

Out o' his drowsy sleep, my dear. 

Out o' his drowsy sleep. 

what's become o' ray house cock 
Sae crouse at ane did craw ? 

1 wonder as much at my bold watch, 
That's nae shooting ower the wa\ my dear ; 
That's nae shooting ower the wa. 
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My gude house cock, my only wn. 
Heir ower my^ land sae free ; 

If ony ruffian hae hipi slain. 
High hanged shall he be^ my defu*. 
High hanged shall he be. 

Then he's on to Maisry's bower door. 

And tirled at the pin ; 
Ye sleep ye, wake ye, daughter Maisry, 

Ye'U open, lat me come in, my dear, 

Ye'll open, lat me come 1% 

Between the curtains and the wa\ 
She row^d her true love then; 

And huly wait she to the door. 
And let her father in, my dear, 
And let her fiither in. 

What% become o* your Maries, Maisry, 
Your bower it looks sae teem ? 

What's become o^ your green cbdthing?. 
Your beds they are sae thin, my dear. 
Your beds they are sae thin. 

Gude forgie you, father, she said, 

I wish ye be^ for sin ; 
Sae aft as ye hae dreaded me, 

But never found me wrang, my dear. 

But never found me wrang. 
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He tuni'd him fi|^fr and «o«ad aboul^ 

As he<d been gtftift «v«l' ; 
But sae nimbly aa be st^pet ]A> 

Behiofli a eeoeea aae BiiiA^ i»]i d»ir> 

Behind a screen nagtsmal. 

JAsiary tidakii^ a' daagars paat^ 

She to her love did avjr ;. 
Comeji bnee^^aad tike! your a&mt V96t, 

My aiald fathcs^aaiway^ mjr def»% 

My auld faUu^'^ckifway I 

Then baith. locked m eacb. o(iterV mtmp 

They fell fiittiaal^aal«qi; 
When up it stasia Im^ wld &A^ 

And stoGd;aft tbdr bed ftet, njt ^kiaN 

And stood at their. bediSaA 

I thudrSbfli^ibaTillaiii QotR, 

That my^d»r SQitdklidlPiy; 
But £ dMlLWrflMag'dijW luii^x 

Befi»6lae€ftfa3di^^m}vdi»<^ : .: 

Before I seei the d^t. 

Then he<s dtnuv^f^wt ntnls^braiicKr 
And stroak'd it o'et'ft aML/^.. i : / ! 

And thro' and thw'l olmtt. WiUi^imdlik^ 
He58rgar^«a^diir0n}ga^iiig'(daai!^ .. 
He^s gart caiddiiiwigae* 
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Thm up it wak^d Lac^ Maifliy 

Out o' her cboirsj deeg; 
And when she^saw her tnte k>ve sUb, 

^ stiaigbft bfgan ta ilmp^ nrjfi dhar^ 

She stndgbib began. ta^Eeep^ 

O gude foigie you, now^ fiftthery^ she said, ' 

I wish ye beH for sm ; 
For I never ^^ %loyeJyiit om^ 

In my arms ye^ve him slain, my dear. 

In my arms ye^ Ipimidaui^ 

This mght befs-daiamj^udeibold walcby 

Thiitg^ fltMl laea and tino^ ; 
Likewise he% slain yoinr ae brother. 

To me waa^ w wi UL tibem ai^ n^jr dear^ 

To mc waawoitb theiai«a^ 



If he haa staiit mj ae? bdthar^. 
Himsell had a* the blame ; 

For mony a dqr'li0'platovoontetv7d,/ > 
To^hapi MTQ^ Wilfie aUm^ tnyideari 
Tohae0iwc^Wiffie>daili;. / 



And tho' he<s slain your gude bold watch. 

He might hat fawn £)i:||iaii; 
They camQ'onibhn in4nraioiur Mf^ ' 

Whotha^w^biit ahui^ my i^MFy 

When.l» WM^but^dittie^ 
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Nae meen was made for this young knight^ 

In bower where he lay dain ; 
But a' was for sweet Maisry bi%ht, 

In fieiOr where lAe ran brain, my dear. 

In fields where she ran bndn. 



Clerk *attti^* 

Clerk Sandy aivl akdy gay 

Were walking in the garden green ; 
And great and heavy was the love 

That hae be&'en these twa b^ween. 

A bed, a bed^ said Cleik Suidy, 
A bed, my love, £br you and nae ; 

O never a foot, said the lady gay. 
Till ance that we twa manied be. 

My seven brithers wiU come m. 

And a' their tordies burning hn^; 

They«ll say. We haebut ae ittster, . : . 
And here she*s lying wi' a knight 

Ye<ll take my bnmd I bear in haikd> 
And wT the same ye<ll liflthe gin ; 

Then ye may swewr and save your oath. 
That ye ne'er let Clerk Sandy in.^ 
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Ye4i take that kurdiie on your head, 
And wT the same tie up your een^ 

And ye will swear and save your oath. 
Ye saw not Sandy «n^ yestreen. 

Ye*ll lift me in your arms twa, 
And carry me unto your bed ; 

Then ye may swear and save your oath. 
Clerk Sandy in yoor bower neW tread. 

She^s ta^en the 1)raad he bare in hand, ' 
And vi¥ the-same lifted the gin; 

It was to swear and save her oatli, 
Shsi never loot Clerk Sandy iti. 

S)ie^s ta^en the kurdite frae lier head, 
And m* the same tied up Her een ; 

It was to 8wea^and save her oathj 
She saw not Saiidy sin^ yestreen. 

She*ft ta*en him in her arms twa^ 
And sbe^s carried him to her bed ; 

It 1^^ swear fmd save her batl). 
Clerk' Saitdie in her bower n^<sa^ tread. 

Tl^ey badna kiss*d, nor love clapped,' 
Like other lovers when theyrnieet,, 
Till jin iicgasrter'i space and less^ * 
. These two lovers fell sound askep.' 
VOL. i. M * 
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Then in it came ber seven brottia's^ 
And n^ thm torches burning bri^t ; 

They said, we hae but ae sister, 
i^jid here she^ lyii^^ ^ a knighit. 

Oj out h speaks the first d" tbem. 
We will awa* and Jat then be ; 

Th^ out it speaks the second o^ them. 
His fistther has nae mair but he. 

Out it speaks the third o^ them, 
F<x he was standing on the biric; 

Nae sweeter cou^d twa laven ije, 
Tho^ thej^ been inarried in a kirk. 

Then out it qptaks the fimrdi o* ^batm, 
Mair iair and lovdy is his buke; 

Our sister dear we camiot blam^ 
Altho^ in him she pleasure tod[. 

Then out it qpeaks the fifth o' thern^ 

It were a sin to do them ill ; 
Then out it qpake the sia^ o^ them, 
' If s hard a sleeping man to kill 

But out it speaks the seventh o^ diem, 
(I widi an ill death mat he dee !) 

i wear the sharp brand by my eUe^ 
That soon shall gar Ckrk Saad^ die. 
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Then he^s ta^en out his trusty brand, 
And he has stroakM it ower a strae ; 

And thro' and thro' Clerk Sandy^s middle 
I wat he^s gart it come and gae. 

The lady slept by her love's side 

Until the dawning 6' the day ; 
But what was dune she naething knew. 

For when she wak'^d these words (£d say,- 

' Awake, awake, now Clerk Sandy, 
Awake, and turn you unto me ; 

Ye^re nae sae keen's ye were at night, 
When you and I met on the lee. 

O, then she called her chamber-maid 
To bring her coal and candle seen ; 

I fear Clerk Sandy^s dead eneucfa, 
I had a Imng man yestreen. 

They had lifted his body up. 

They hae searched it round and taami. 
And even anent his bonny heart. 

Discovered thc^ deadly woumL 

She wrung her hands and tore her hair. 
And wrung her hands most bitteiiie ; 

This is my fiiute toothers, 1 fear. 
This night hae used this eruelde. 
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But I will do for my love's sake 
Wou'd nae be done by ladies rare; 

For seven years shall hae an end, 
Or e'er a kame gang in my hair. 

O, I will do for my love's sake 

What other ladies wou'd thmk lade ; 

For seven years shall hae an end, 
Or e'er I wear but dowie black. 

And I will do for my love's sake 
What other ladies woudna thole ; 

Seven years shall hae an end. 
Or e*er a shoe gang on my scrfe. 

In it came her father dear. 
And he was belted in a brand ; 

Sae softly as he trad the floor. 

And in her bower did stately stand. 

Says, Hold your tongue, my ^iS^^xter dtor> 
And ye<ll lat a' your mourning be; 

Ml wed you to a higher match. 
Or e'er his fiUher's son cou'd be. 

Wed well, wed well your seven swis, 
I wish ill wedded they may be ; 

Sin' they hae kilTd hun, Clerk Sandy> 
For wedded shall I never be. 
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His coipae was laid in the cauld clay> 
The bdj^ wait tinkling thro' the town; 

Alas ! alas i said the lady gay, 

That e^er I heard that^waefu' soan^ f 

When she had sitten intill her boiwer 
A twalmonth lang and weary day ; 

Even below her bower window. 

She heard a ghidst to knock an' cry. 

She says, ye^re thief or bauld robber. 
Or biggin come to burn or brake ; 

Or are you ony masterfu' man. 
That is come seeking ony make ? 

I am not thief nor bauld robber, 
Nor bigging come to bum nor brake ; 

Nor am I ony masterfu^ man 
That is come seeldng ony make ; 

But I^m Clerk Sandy, your first love. 
And wants wi' you to speak again. 

Gin ye^re Clerk Sandy, my first love. 
And wants wi^ me to speak again ; 

Tell me some o^ the love tokens 
That you and I had last between. 

O mind not ye, ye gay lady, 
Sin^ last I was in bower wi' thee, 
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That in it came your seven brethren. 
The youngest gart me sairly d|^e ^ 

Then sighM, and said the gay lady, 
Sae true'a tale m ye tell me. 

Sae paiof4||y she dam the Wa% 
She dam the wa^ up aftar him ; 

^Twas not for want of stockings nor sheei^ 
But hadna time to put them on; 

And in the midst o^ gude greenwood 
^Twas there die lost the sight o' hiuL 

The lady sat, and mourning tlMre, 
Until she coudna weq> nae mair ; 

At length the cloks and wanton flies, 
They biggit in her ydlow hair. 

O had your peace, n&y dearest dear. 
For I am come to mak^ you wise ; 

Or this night nine nights come and gang. 
We baith siiall be in Faradise ! 
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Willie cou^d neither read nor iltite, 
Annie cou^d neither card nor spin ; 

Bat he is on to Edinburgh town, 
To learn to be a gay merchant. 

A hundi^ pounds o^ pennies round, 
His love rowed up in servet sma^; 

Says, Take ye that, my love, Willie, 
It will beg^ your pack witha\ 

When ye are gane to Edinburgh town. 
And has your trade in your right hand, 

O come ye back some misty night. 
And steal awa* your mn burd Ann. 

When If^^e had gane to IBdinburgh town. 
And had his trade in his right han^; 

Then he came back in a misty night. 
And stole awa** hb ain burd Ann. 

When they were got on gude ship board. 
As they lay there a while wind-bound ; 

Annie minded on a glove she left. 
And Willie on a gude grey hound. 
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But now to have his grey hound fetched, * 

1 Willie jumped upon the land; ^ 
The wind blew fiur, the ship did sail,— 
They had awii^ histiear burd Ann. 

Annie sIlKxi upcm the deck. 

And waved her fim into her han' ; 

Return, return, sweet Willie, she said, 
They^re taking awa' your sia burd Ann. 

Ye^ve lost the thing ye^ll neve^ get, 
Ye^ve lost the thing ye'll never find ; 

Ye*ve lost the thing ye*ll never get. 
Your true love for a grey Intdi hound. 

Willie stood upon the shore. 

And waved his hat into his han' ; 

Stay still, stay still, ye bold mariners. 
Do not hae awa' my dear burd Ann. 

Seven days Aim sailed the sea, , 

And seven Willie ga?ed by Ian', 

But a true woman Ann was aye, 
And a true womasx her he &a\ 
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In Lauderdale I dumcM to walh, 

And heard a lady's moan. 
Lamenting for her dearest dear. 

And aye she cried, Ohon ! 

Sure never a maid that eVr drew breath 

Had harder fate than me ; 
I^d never a lad but one on earth, 

They firarc'd him to the sea. 

The ale shall ne'er be Inreinn o^ malt. 

Neither by sea nor land. 
That ever mair shall cross my hause. 

Till my love comes to hand. 

A handscmie lad wi^ shoulders broad, 

€k>ld yellow was his hair ; 
Ncme of our Scottish youths on earth 

That with him could compare. 

' She thought her love was gone to sea. 

And landed in Bahome; 
But he was in a quiet chamber, 

Hearing his lady^s moan. 
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Why make ye all this moan, lady ? 
« Why make ye all this moaA ? ^ 
For Tm deep sworn on a book, 
I must go to Bahcnne. 

TraitoM false fat to subdue, 
O^er seas I'll make me boun^ ; 

That have trepan'd our kind Scc^dunen, 
Like dogs to ding them down. 

Ween take Ab ring, this royal thing, 

Whose virtue is unknown ; 
As lang^s this ring^s your body on. 

Your Hood shall ne'ar be drawn. 

Buttf this ring shall fade or stain, 

Or change to other hue. 
Come nevar mair to &ir Scotland 

If yeVe a lover true. 

Than this couple they did part 

With a sad heavy moan ; 
The wind was fair, Ae ship was rare. 

They landed in Bahome. 

But in thai (daoe tfa^ had not been 

A month but barely one. 
Till they look'd on his gay gdid ring, 

And rivwi was the stone. 
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* Time after this was not ex{Hr'd 

A m(0h but sGorcely three, ¥ 

Till black and ug^y was the ring. 
And stone was burst in .three. 

Fight on, fight on, you merry men all, 

WMi you I^U %ht no more ; 
I will gang to eome hdy place. 

Pray to the King of Ghnre. 

Then to the diapel he is gone. 

And knelt most piteouslie ; 
For seven days, and sey^ nights. 

Till blood ran frae his knee. 

Ye^U take my jewels tbat% in Bahdme, 

And deal them libecallie^ 
To young that cannot, and old thi^ mannot. 

The bluid that does not see. 

Give maist to women indiild^bedlaidy 

Caflf neither fecfat nor flee; 
I hope she^s in the hearens hig^ 

That died for love of me. 

l^e knights they wrang their white fingers, 

The ladies tore their hair ; 
The w(mien that ne^er had cUklreii bom. 

In swoon they down fell there. 
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But in what way the kmgbt expr^d, 
•fo tongue will e^ardedare; T 

So this doth end my mournful tong. 
From me ye^U^et nae mair. 



Btoom 0' tt)e CokitienittioiDef ♦ 

'Twas on a misty day, a fair maiden gay. 

Went out to the Cowd^iknowes ; 
Lang, lang she thought ere her ewes wou'd bught, 

Wr her pail £oir to milk the e^es. 
Chorus.''^ J the iNroom^ the beamy, bonny broom. 
The broom o^ the Cowdenknowes; 
And aye sae sweet as the lasne sang. 
In the^we-bi^t milking her ewes* 

And aye as she sang, the greenwoods rang. 

Her voice was sae loud and shrill ; 
They heard the voice o^ this well«fai^d mud. 

At the other nde o' the hill. * 

O the broom, the bcmny, bonny broom, &c. 

My mother she is an ill wcxnan, 

And an ill woman is she ; 
Or than she might have got somfe other maid 

To milk her ewes without me. 
O the broom, &c. 
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My father was ance a landed laird. 

As mdKy mair have been ; » 

But he held on the gambling trade 
Till a^s free landa were diine. 
O the broom, &c. 

Mj f^er drank the brandy and beer. 

My mother the wine sae red ; 
Grars me, poor girl, gang iBuden lang,. 

For the lack o^ tocher guid. 
O the broom, Ice. 

.There was a t^roop o* merry gentlemen 

Came riding alai^ the way ; 
And one o^ them drew the ewe-bughts unto. 

At the vmce o^ this lovely may. 
the broom, &c. 

O well may you nng, my welLfar^d maid. 
And wdl may you »ng, I say ; * 

For this is a mirk and a misty night. 
And I^ve ridden out o' my way* 
O the broom, &c. 

Ride on, ride on, young man, she said, 

"Bide on the way ye ken ; 
But keep firae the streams o^ the Bock-river, 

For they run proud and vain. 
O the broom, &c. 
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Ye winna want bojra for meat^ kind sir. 
And ye winna want men for fee ; 

It sets not us, that are young women. 
To show young men the way. 
O the broom, &c. 

O winna ye pity me, fmr maid ? 

O winna ye jrity me ? 
O winna ye pity my poor steed. 

Stands trembling at yon tree ? 
O the broom, &c. 

Ride on, ride on, ye rank ridei^ 
Your steed's baith stout and Strang ; 

For out o' the ewe-bught I winna come, 
For fear that ye do me wrang, 
O the broom, &c. 

For well ken I by your high-colPd hat. 
And by your gay gowd ring. 

That ye are the Eari o^ Rock-riyers, 
That beguiles a* our young women. 
O the broom, &c. 

O Tm not the Earl o' the Rock-rivers, 

Nor ever thinks to be ; 
But I am ane o^ his finest knights. 

Rides aft in his companie. 
O the broom, &c 
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I know yofu w^ by your lamar beads^ 
And b^ your merry winkiag e^e. 

That ye are the maid o^ the Cowdenknowes, 
And may very well seem to be. 
O the bnx)m, &c 

He^s ta^en bar by the milk-white hand. 

And by the grass-greai sleeve ; 
He^s laid her down by the -ewe-bught wa\ •^ 

At her he qpiered nae leare. 
O the Intxxn, &c. 

When be haclggot hb wUls o^ her. 

And* his wills he had ta*en; 
He lifted her up by the middle sae 8ma\ 

Says, Fair maid, rise vnp again. 
O the broom, 6cc 

Then he has tafen out a mUer.kaim, 
^ Kaim'd down her yellow hair ; 

Says, Fair nudd take tbtfit, keep it for my sake. 
Case frae me ye never get mair. * 

O the broom, &c. 

Then he put bis hand in his pocket, v 

And ^'en her guineas three ; 
Says, Take that, fair maiden, till I return, 

'^XwiU pay tbe nurse's fee. 
O the broom, &C. 
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Thm he lap on his milk-white steed. 

And he rade after his men ; 
And a* thi^ they did say to him, 

Dear master, yeWe tarried lang, 
O the broom, &c. , 

I've ridden east, I've ridden west. 

And over the Cowdenknowes ; 
Bht the bonniest kss that e'^er I did see, . 

Was r the ewe-bugfat milkii^ her ewes. 
O the bnxHH, &a 

SheSi ta^en her nulk-pail on h^^head, . 

And she gaed Mnging hame ; ** 

But a* that her auld father did say, . 
Daughter^ ye've tarried lang. 
C%ort^.— O the broom, the boony, bonny broom, 
The broom o' the Cowdenknowes, 
Aye saq.sair's I may ru^ the day. 
In the ewe-bugW making my ewes.P 

•O this is a mirk and a misty night, 

father, as ye m^y see ; 

The ewes they ran skipping over the knowes. 
And Ihey woudna bugfat in for me^ 
Qthe broom, &c. 

Before that he'd ta'en the lambthat be.mk, 

1 rather he'd .ta^e^ other threie ; . 
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When twenty weeks were come and gane^ 

And twenty; weeks and three. 
The lassie's colour grew pale and wan, 

And she IcNUged this kiiight to see. 
O the brooin, &c. 

Says, Wae to the tbx came amo^ our flock, 

I wish he had ta'*en them aV 
Before that he^d ta'^en frae me what he toolc ; 

It's ocoudkmM my downfk\ 
O the bi^m, &c, , 

^t fell ance i^n a titne, 

Sm was cft'ing hame her kye, 
There came a troop p* merry 'g&ntlemen. 
And they wy|ed the.brany lame by. 
Q the biwm, 8^. 



But one o* them spake as harode past. 
Says, Who owes the bairn ye are wi^ ? 

A little she spake,; btrt du>|ight wi' hersell^ 
Perhaps to ape as^gude as* thee; \ 
O.thje broom, &c. , 

theq^ die <£^ b)|l9h a^ he 4id p9s» by, 

And dear b^tsl^fhou^t Bham^.; ,, 
And all tbat sf^ did Q^y tp hio^, ' 
«riir, I have a kafib$n^ ^t^ l^jie, 

Otbe brooB^>8^c.o 
VOL. I. • N 
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^ Ye lie, ye liC) ye wdLfitf U siaid, 
Sae loud as I hear you fie ; 
For dinna ye mind yon misty night. 
Ye were in the bu^t wi^ me? 
O the broon, the bonny, bonny bioom^ 

The brobm o^ the Cowdenknowea ; 
Aye say sWeet as I heaid you sing. 
In the e^^bughts mimHig year ewes. 

well do I mind, kind sir; she said. 
As ye rode over the hiil. 

Ye took fi!»e me my maidenhead. 

Fell sair against my miSL # ^ 

O the Inrooitt, th^ benny, bonny Room, 

The te)pm o* the Oawd^dQM>we8^ ; 
And aye see sair as I rue the day^ 
I met you mi&ing my ewes. 

And aye as ye i^ake, ye Kfted your hat. 
Ye had a merry winldng e^e ; 

1 ken you weH to be the man. 
Then kind sir, O pity me. 

O the l»oom, 4ie. 

Win up, win cip, fkk* mddete, lie sidc^ 

Nae laager here y^ «iay ; 
^This night ye^se be my w^disd wif<^ 

Without Bssf nM>re dday^ ' 

O Ae brooni, |R^ 
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He lighted aff bis milkwwhite steed. 

And set the lassie on ; 
Ca* in your kye, axAA man, he did say, 

She^U ne^er ca' them in agwL 
O the broom, &c. 

I am the Ear} o^ tbe Bock-tivers, 

Ha^e fifty ploughs and three ; ^ 

And am sure I've chosen the fairest makl^ 

That ever my eyes did see. 

O tlie broom, &c. 

Th9 he 3tripl bttr o' the robes o' jgrey^ 

Dressed her in the rabes o^ green : 
And when she came to her lord's ha"*. 
They took her td be some queen. ' 

O the broom, fhe boiitiy, bonny brdom, 

The broom o* die Cowdenknowcs; 
And aye sae sweet as the bcmny htste sang^ 
That ever she milked the ewes ! 



." I " '!' "."' ^ "- 



Cmne chooie^ A tmiMy diixgbMr 4m$ 
Aslai^^UkJ^eJiacris^f . 

There's nant;iiritt^Mielbt A9d* < ' 
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This pleases nie, my father dear, 
The words I hear you say ; 

For if I getna proud Maidand, 
Ml die befcnre my day. 

O there are terds that courted me. 
And knights o' high degree ; 

My love was laid on proud Maidandy 
From all that I do see. 

Her father wrote a broad letter. 
And sealed it wi' his hand ; 

And sent it on to proud IMMtland. 
As fast as boy could gang. 

O when be looked the letter ori, 
. A light laugh then ga'e he ; 
I«m sure this is the first woman, 
That^ kdd her love on roe. 

O busk, O busk, my merry men a', 
O busk and gang wi^ me ; 

And we will on to Morrioe dale, 
•That lady for to see: 

When he was in faia saddle aet, 
A tall young man was he; > ' 

About fire hundred wnlUwight meI9^^ 
To bear hhn oompame; 



Digrtized by VjOO^ IC. 



181 

Her father lay ower caiille waV 

Beholding dale and down ; 
And saw proud Maitland and his men 

Come riding to the town. 

He turned abont and ga'^a shout, 

O who are all these I see P 
Pm sure gin a' these get their dine, 

There will be nae guid o^ me i 

The men maun get baith boH^d and roast, 

Their horses corn and hay ; 
And ^ I hae wared a' this cost. 

My debts 1*11 never pay 

Proud iMmtland muster'd all hisrsien, 

And bade them st^md a' still ; 
Till he is on his journey gone. 

Out o'er the Pentland hill. 

> 
And when he came to Morrice dale, 

A loud shout then gae he ; 
Are ye the lady that lives here ? 

Or what^s your wills wi' me ? 

There are mony gude lord bourted me, 

And barons o' high degree ; 
But ye are the man my lovers tix'd on, 

By a"* that I do see. 
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141 put tooths IB your smitby. 

To shoe for you a steed ; 
And I^Il put tiilors in your bower. 

To shape for you a weed. 

Vll put obolmin yoiir kitdien,. 

And butlers in your ha^ ; 
And horse-grooms in your stable ther^ 

To answer when you ca\ 

O wae mat wbrtbyou, jdly Jiibet, 
Ye^ve learned to court, I see ; 

Your midier was never to yoar father 
.As married woman 8|iou'd be. 

Down bebw my father's garden. 

There grows an apple tre^ 

And three upon the sunny side. 

But it's worth a' the three. * 

Mony ill cow's had a gude calf, 

Sae has my mither o* me. 

O wae mat wc^th yoi}, jelly Janet^ 

If ye do not as you say; 
If that I wed you wi' a ring, 

I«ll gar you rue the day. 

Wr tows 1*11 tie you to a.stak^ 
And bind you wi' a chain ; 

And ilka day Vll beat your dog. 
Your father did ne'er incline. 
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O we wgte stYen wave ^j/t^er^ 

Five of us died wi^ diild ; 

And nane bat you and I, Maisry, 

So we^U gae maidens mild. 

« 

O had your too^ue, now Lady Mmtgutet^ 

Let a' your foUy be; 
1^11 gar yoia keep your true promise, 

To thfe lad Ujoat the i 



O there is nather krd nor laii||ht 

My love shall eter won, 
Except it be Lord Dariingtim, 

AiM here he wintia come. 

But when the hoUr o* twall was past, 

And near the hour & one. 
Lord Jkudiagbcaf cdme to the yetts, 

Wr thirty knights and tai« 

Then he has wedded Lacfy Mai^^aret, 
And brought faer o'er the sea ; 

And there was nane that lived on eairth^ 
Sae happy as was ^e. 
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But when nloe months were come and gane. 

Strong travailling took she ; 
And nae phyadan in the land 

Could ease her maladie.* -^ 

Where will I g«4|L little wee boy 

.Will won baith meat and fee, 
That will gae on to Seaton^s yetts. 

Bring my mother to me ? . 

O here am I, a little wee boy. 

That will won meat and fee ; 
That will gae on to Seaton^s yetts, 

And bring your mother to thee. 

'» 

Then he is on to Seaton's yetts. 

As fast as gang could he ; * 

Says, Ye must come to JDarluigton, 

Your daughter'for to see. . • . 

But whei^ she came to Darlington,^ 

Where there was httle pride. 
The scobbs were in th% lady's month. 

The sharp sheer in her ude. 

Darlinston stood on the stair. 

And gart the gowd rings flee ; 
My ha^s and bowers, and a^ shall gae w^jite. 

If my^ bonny love die for me. ^3 
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had your tongue, Lord Darlingtmi, 
Let a' your folly be ; ♦ 

1 boor the bird within my ^des, 

1*11 suffer her to die. 

•But her that marries my ^imghter, - 

I think he is a fool ; 
If he marries her at Candlemas, 

She^l be firae him ere Yule. 

I had seven ance iii companie. 

This night I 'go my lane ; 
And when I conie to Clyde's water, 

I wish that I may drown. .. 



Blur jTlotocTia; auH |?eUoto. 

Willie my son, what makes you saq sad ? 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

1 lye sarely mck for the love of a maid, 
Amang the blue flowery and the yellow. 

Were she an heiresa or lady sae free. 
As the sun shines over the valley. 

That she will take no pity on thee, 
Amimg die blue flowers and the yeHow ? 
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O Willie, my soiii I<fi learn yoa a vnltf 
As the sun shines ovet the Tall^y ; 

How this fair maid ye may bq(uik^ 
Amang the blue flowers and the yellow. 

IT 

Ye<ll gi'e the piiSaip^ beihnaft a groat, * 
As the sun shines over the v^dley ; 

And ye«ll gar him cry your dead lyke wake, 
Amang the blue flowers and the yellow. 

Then he gae the principal bdlman a groat, 
As the sun ahines over the vaUey ; 

He bade him cry hit dead lyke wi^e, 
Aqtiang the blue flowers ^id the ycUow. 

This madden she stood till she heard it a\ 
As the sun shines over the valley ; ^ 

And down frae her cheeks the tears did fa', 
Amaag the Mbe flowers and th^ yelbw. 

She is hame to her father's ain bower, 1^.7 
As the sun shines over the valley ; >/. 

1*11 gaa^ to yon lyke wake ae single hour. 
Among the blue flowers and the yellow. 

Ye must take with you, your ain brither John, 
As the sun shines over the valley; 

It*s not meet for maidens to ventHre alone, 
Arhang the blue flowers and the yellow. 



V 
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I<11 not take with me my brilker Jobn» 

As the sun shines oves thi^Uley ; 
But 1*11 ga^ig along, myself idi ak>ne^ 

Amang the blue Howep and the ydlow. 

When she cune to ypuag Vf/i^\ ylUe^ 

As the sun shmes over the valley ; 
His seven bnth^s were standing ibereat, 

Amaiig the blue flowers and the yellow. 

•» 
Then they did amduct her into the ha , 

As the sun diines over the valley ; 
Amang the weepers and merry mourner* a% 

Amang the Uue flowers and the yellow. 

When she lifted up the coverii^ sae red, 
*As the sun shines over the valley ; 
With melandidy eount^umc/to loc^ on the dead, 
Amang die blue flow«*s aad the yellow ; 

He^s taen her in his arms, laid her 'gainst the wa\ 

.As the sun shines over the valley; 
Says, Lye ye here, fair nuod, till day, 

Amang the blue flowers and the yellow. 

O sp^re me, O spare me, but this flin^ night. 

As the sun shines over the valley ; 
And let me gai^ hame a midden sae bright, 

Amang the blue flowefs and the yellow. 



4< 
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Tbo^ all your km were abodt your bower. 
As the sun shinHbver the valley ; 

Ye shall not be a maiden ae angle hour, 
Amang the blue flowqfrs and the yellow. 

Fiur maid, ye canidbere without a omvoy, 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

But ye shall return wi* a horse and a boy, 
Amang the blue flowers and the yellow. 

r 

Ye came here a maiden sae mild. 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

But ye dudl gae hame a wedded wife with child, 
Amang the bhie flowers and the yellow. 



FOE mt G. GORDON. * 

Thare were £bur-and4wenty ladies. 

Dined T the queen's ha* ; 
And Jean o' BetheJnie 

Was the flownr o* them a\ 

FouT'^and-twenly gentlemen 

Rode thro' Banchory fair ; 
But bonny Glenk)gie, . " 

Was the flower tflat was there. 
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Young Jean at a window, 
She chanced to 6it1l|^h ; ' . 

And upon Glenlogi^ 
She jSxed an ey^. 

She called oh his best man. 
Unto him did say ;-^ 

O what is that knightl's name ? 
Or where does he stay jp 

He^s of the noble Grordons, 
Of great birth and finne; 

He stays at Glebk^e, 
Sir Greorge is hb nam^ 

Then she wrbte a tooad lett^^ 
And wrote it in haste; 

To send to Glenlogie, 
She thought it. was best 

Says, O brave Glenlogie^ 
Unto me be kind ; J = 

I<ve laid my love on you, ■ - 
And told you* my muxL ' 

Then reading the letter, '. ^ . 
As he stood on the gjrc^^ '- 
^ Says, I leave you to judge, sirs, 
What does' wonJbn nftean ? 
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Then tum'd aboul sprig^lly, 
As the (3||Nbms dp «' ; 

Lay not your jo^e on mei 
rm promb^d ^wit% 

When sIm tid»d thjui imsmn 
Her heart wM Iftse to bre^, 

Tha^ 9h0 Ifod bet )0ir« i» bm, * 
And Hm 10 ^tgfute* 

Then sbt teiflird m te»r iMi^ii^ 

To l^y her tabids 
And take her fiiul jfitel% 

And lay llBiiim jiailte. 

My MAnUMiAjr i%netif» 
No moT^ fihail J c^w:;^ 

But linen and ^s^fbV 
Achestiriaidargira^ 

Her fathcgr iitobd 1>y Jwt^ 

Possessed vilb &ir^; 
To see his de«r diii#ii«> 

PosseaBcdfiriiiJkQMr^. 

Says, Holdjfiiiii^i^iii^;^ JmuN^ 
I«ll Md yott fto^iDHiliMto^ 
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O bold your toogiie^ firtHer, 

AndletiBcalaiie; 
If I getna Glenlpfpf, 

1^11 neirer have ane. 

His black loltiffg €gre ; 
If I getoft fiknbgie, 
Pm sure IshaU die. 

But her Mma dlddfatapkin^ 
A maa 0f ^rcat jkitt ; 

He wrpte a broad letter^ 
And penned it -mlL 

Sayuig^ O knmjGrloiilG|gl% 

WhymvLn^itMrnf 
A maid'ftlora laid OR yoi^ 

Shallidle^^iiih^WW?. . 

Tbenieadiiiijtliekttei^ 
His boBvt waaiilcd M biMfc^ 

That sucii a kti 1^19111. 
Shoulddie.&rhiaiil^^. . 

Then he sMA^m biiBt ftfltoOM^ . 

Andlili«iri«hU.gVMB»^: . 
Says, Ort tty Jbdne saddled 

AndfaridMr^^ 
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Be&f€ thehmmwrns saiUledy 
.. And bmu^t to the yate ; 
Bonnie Glenkfpe, 

W»B five mUea on foot . 



When h^p|pe to 
He 9aw notfaxng U^ii^ 

But weepmg and waililig, . * 
Yexaticm and^care. 

Then out qsdse her:£iUiery 
With the tear in lus Ve^ .. 

You^re welonne, Gleblogiey 
liiu^re welcome to me. , 

If ye make iaeweicami. 
As welcome's ye 6a,yi 
. Ye^ll shcMT me the ehambery 
Wbtse^ Jennie dbaa Uiyv 

Then one «^ her nnidibs 
Took hifh by the hioid ;} 

To ahow hm .^e ishiUnlMr ^ 
Where JeanQie*^lay in.-' > 

Before that' Ad ^awilnn^ - 
^hMjin ynl r nh i Srrr ' ' 

But i^^am diAHlee faiitav > 
She grew ruddy agaiiu' hi 
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O turn, bonny Joimiie, 
Turn you toyour side ; 

For I*lkbe the brid^toom, 
And ye<ll be the bride. 

When Jeannie was maiaj^, 
Her tocher down tauld ; 

Bonny^ Jean o' Bethebie, 
Was fifeteen years anld. 



Faur Annie had a costly bonw. 
Well built wi' lime and stane ; 

And Willie came to visit her, 
Wr the li^ o' the mmo: 

When he eame to Anne's bow«r door^ 

He tirled at the pia ; 
Ye sleep ye, wake ye, fair Annie, 

Ye<ll open, lat me come in. 

O never a fit^ saysiair Aooiei 
Till I your errand ken. ^- 

My fatb^'s vow'd a vow, Aimie, 
1*11 tell you whiai I«m in. 

VOL. I. v; ,. o 
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My father's t«iwed « meK vow, 

I.darena marry thee ; 
My mither's vowad aaither voi^ 

My teide yti'w oev^r be. 

If ye kad t$0. me Uiat, WUi^ 

When we begao to woo; 
There was naithkig ia this warid wU^ 

Shou'd drawB my low to you. 

A nun, a nun, said fiur Anm% 

A nun will I be then. 
A priest, a priest, said sweet ''fV^ilUe, . 

A priest will I be syne. 

She is gmaito her&tber, 
(For mither she 1^ nane;) 

And she is oa to hor fadier. 
To see if iie'^^be a 



An asking, a^i»g^ father i 
p AJtt asking ye*U grant me ; 
That's to get to the holy ^ann»y. 
And th^re to liTfftw die. 



<^ 



Your asking's naei sae great, daiq;htav 

But gn^jted it sliaM be; 
For ye'se^won to ^« holy Nurawy, 

There to Hfo or dieb 
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Then they gaed on, n^ fknh^r oil, 
Till they came to thd yat^ ; 

And ihmi ihty spied a MAidett port», 
Wi* gowd upon her hat 

An asking, asking, maideiporter, 

An askii^ yfe41 grattt me ; 
If I«il won to the holy Nuiinety, 
• There to Ktc or die. 

Your asli0g<« nad i^e great, lady> 

But granted it shall be ; 
For y^'se w<m tb tte'holy Nunneiy, 

There to live oi' di*. 

But ye maun row it vmr, lady, 

Before that y^ sedk in ; 
Never to kis^ n young mAii's bMxih, 

That go«» upm th« jfi^uitf . 

And ye most vow anHb«r Vdw, 

Severely ye AqUMi wttfk ; 
The w^tmrst'vt^ dia ydW to VdW, 

Is never to gang 4h kiifk. 

I will vow « vow^ she «aid^ 

Before that I seek iii ^ 
I ne'er dndl kia* « yoMg mA^# flftjirfh. 

That goes upoA the f^ff. 
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And I will TOW anitfaer'vow, 

Sev^Iy I will work ; 
The well-want vow that iHn to ww. 

Is never to gang to kirk. 

For seven yeai^ow fair Annie^ 
In the holy Nunnery lay she i 

And seven years sweet Willie lay, 
In languish like t9 die. 

Is there nae duke nor lord'^s dai^ter, 

My son, can comfort thee? 
And save thee frae the gates o^ deaths 

Is there nae remedie ? 

There is naediuke nor lordV daughter. 

Mother, can comfort me ; 
Except it be my love, Annie,— 

In the holy-|(uenery tits she. 

They^ve dressed sweet WilHe up in s^k, 

Wr^wd his gQwn.dtd shine; 
And nane couM ken by his pale face. 



But he was a lady, 



Dy t 



So they gaed on, and farther on^ 
Till they came to the yate ; 

And there they sped a maiden porter, 
Wi' gowd upon her hat 
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An asking, asking, maiden porter, ^ 
An asking ye^U grant me ; 

For to wiiijn to the holy Nunnery, 
Fail Annie for to see. 

Y«ur asking*s nae sae gieat^^y. 

But granted it shall be ; 
Ye^se won into the holy Nunnery, 

^air Annie for to see. 

Be she duke!s or lord's daughter, 
It^s lang sin^ she came here. 

Fair^Annie kent her true lovers face, 
§ays, Come up my sdster deai*. 

Sweet Willie went to kiss her Ijps, 

As he had wont to do ; 
But she softly whisper'd him,i^ 

I darena this avow. 



My heart is lighter than the poll, 
My folly made me glad ; 

As on my rambles I went out, : 
Near by a garden nde. 



( 
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I walked op^ amk fivther on. 

Love did my heart engage ; 
There I spied a weU-fab'd maid, ^ 

Lay sleepbg near a hedge. 

Then I kissH I^ wkh 117 lipi, 
And stroked her withmj hand ; 

Win up, win up, ye welLfair'd maid. 
This day ye sleep cf&t Umg. 

This dreary ^g^t that I hae aeei^ 

Unto my heart ^veA pain ; 
At the south side o^ your father's gardei^ 

I see a knight Ues shun. 

O what Uke was hb hawk, bis ha^ ? 

Or what like was his hound ? 
And what Uke was the tiusty brand. 

This new-slap knight had on ? 

His hawk and hou^ were from him gone. 
His steed tied to a tree ; , 

A bloody brand beneath his head* 
And on the ground Bfes he. 

O what Uke wa» his hose, hi» hose ? 

A&d what Uke were* I^s Aooa ? 
And what like was the gay dothii^ 

This new.^lain knight hid mi? 
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His coat ivwi of th« red ac»ti4et,' 

His wiustcoat <)f die sdstie ; 
His hos% #eiie of the bomiy bldek, 

And sho6n kced with eordin. 

Bonny was his>y^ybw hsm. 
For it was new comb'd down ; 

Then, sighing sair^ said the lady fair, 
I comb'd it late yestteen. 

wha will shoe my £»r fu' feot ? 
Or wha will glove my hand ? 

Qr wha will father my dear boirfi, 
Since my love's dead and gane ? 

'O I will shoe your fair fa' foot. 
And I will glove your hand ; 

And I<11 be fkther to your bairn, 
Since your glove's dead and gane. 

1 winna father my baj|p, sh^ said, 
Upon an unkent man ; 

I<11 father it on the King of Heaveii, 
Since my loveWead and gane. 

The knight he knafck'd hitf trhite fingeri^, 

The lady tore her hahr ; 
He<8 Aiawittlieittask from off his fa^-^ 

Says, Lady, mourn lUte miiir. 
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For je are mine, and I am thxm, 
I see your loTe is taue ; 

And if I live and brook my life, 
Ye'se never hae cause to ^ue. 



It is a month, and bna mur. 

Love, sin^ I was at thee ; 
But find a stirring in your side. 

Who may the father be 

Is it to a Iqrd of might ? 

Or baron of high degree ? 
Or is it to the Jittle wee page 

That rode along wi' me ? 

It is not to a man of might. 
Nor baron of hi^ degree ; 

But it is to a popish priest^ . 
My lord, I winna lie#ir 

He got me in my boir^r abne, 

As I sat pensively ;' 
He vowed he would for^ve my sin% 

If I would him obey. 
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Now it &U*aiioe upon a day, 

This young lord went from home ; 

And great and heavy were the pains, 
That came this lady on. 

Then word has ^bne to he^gude lord. 

As he sat at the wine ; 
And when the tidings he did hear. 

Then he came mn^ng hame. 

When he came to his own bower door. 

He tirled at the pin ; 
Ye sleep ye, wake ye, my gay lady, 

Ye^U let your gude lord in. 

Huly, huly, riuse she up. 

And slowly put she on, 
A^d slowly came she to the door,-— 

SI^ was a weary woman. 

Ye'll take up my son, Willie, 

JThat ye see here wi' iBe ; 
Andliae him dqpm to yon shore side^ 

And throw him ib the sea. 

Gin he sink, ye'U let him sink. 
Gin he swim, ye^It let him swim ; 

And never let him return again. 
Till white fish he bnng hame. 
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Then he<8 ta^M uf> bi» little jaitikg son, 

And rowM him ft a band ; 
And be ii on tiD his adother. 

As fast as he could gang. 

Ye41 cpen ii^ door, my mother dear, 
Ye*ll open, let me come in ; 

My young son is in my arms tira. 
And shiTmng at the chin. 

I tauM you true, my Mti Willie, 

When ye was gaun to ride. 
That lady was an ill woman. 

That ye chose for your bride. 

hold your tongue, ray mother dear. 
Let a* your folly be ; 

1 wat die is a, king's daughter, 
That^s sent this son to thee. 

I wat she was a ^g^s daughter, 

I loved beyond the sea ; , 

And if my lady bear ofi^. 
Right angry wiH sKe be. 

If that be true, my son WiHie, 

Your mn tottgue wimia lie ; 
Nae waur U>'yoiir stm ifHM'be'donei 

Than whAt 1WW ddne to iha^i 
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He<8 gftne home to his lady, 

And sair miming was she ; 
Whal uls yoii nof^ my lady gay,. 

Ye weep sa IntterUe? 

O bonny was the white %)ier} 

That I sent to the sea ; 
But lang, hmg, will I look for fish, 

Ere whitefisli he bring rae ! 

bonny was the white fi^er. 
That ye hiest in the faem ; 

But lang, lang, wffl I look fer fish, 
Ere white fish he fetch hame ! 

1 fell a slumbering on: my bed. 
That time ye went frae me ; 

And dream?d, my young son fiU'd my arms, 
But when waked, — ^he^s in the sea. 

hold your tongue, lu gay lady. 
Let a^ your mourmi^ be ; 

And I'll gie yqn some fine corcfial. 
My love, to coidfort diee. 

1 value not your fine oorcKal, 
Nor aught thai je can^^; 

Who ee/iM haednywn'diiiy bonny^youngWn, 
Could aa^ welf poison me. 
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Cheer up your heart, my lily flower. 

Think nae sic ill #^ me ; 
Your yoiaig son's in^y mother's bower. 

Set on the nourice knee.. 

Now if ye*Il b^^a gude woman» 

1*11 ne'er mind this to thee; 
Nae waur is done to your young spn. 

Than what was done to me. 

Well felfs me iiow, my ain gude lord. 

These words do chedsh me ; 
If it hadna come o' yoursell, my lord, 

'Twould ne'er hae come o' me. 



We were sisters, dsters seven, 
^ , Bowing down, rowing down ; 
^ The fairest women underJieaven, 
^ And aye the birks a-bowing. 

They kiest kievels them amai^^ 
Bowmg down, bowhig down ; 

Wha wou'd to the grenewood gang. 
And aye the birks a-bowing* 
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The kerels they gied thro^ the ha\ 
. Bowing down, bowing down ; 
And on tlie youngest it did fa^^ 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

Now she must to the gr^wood gang. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

To pu^ the nuts in grenewood hang. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

She hadna tamed an hour but ane^ 

Bowing down,, bowing down. 
Till she met wi^ a highlan' groom. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

He keeped her sae late and lang, 

Bowing down, bowing down. 
Till the eyening set, and birds they sang. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

He ga'^e to her at their parting. 

Bowing down, bowing down, 
A cham o' gol4 and g^J gold ring. 

And aye the biAs a-bowing. * 

And three locks o^ his yellow hair. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Bade her keep them for evemumv 
And aye the birics a-b6wing» 
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Wlien aix hm§ modths were come and gane. 

Bowing down, bowing dDwa^ 
A courtier 1^ this laiy^taacy 

And aye the fairkt a-bowing. 

Lord Dingwall cwirted this hid j gaj» 

Bowing down^ bowing down ; 
And 80 he set tbor weddii^«day, 

And aye the birks a-bowinj^ 

A little boy to the ha' was seat. 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
To bring her horse was las intent. 

And aye the birka a4x>wing. 

As she was riding tb^ way akog. 

Bowing down, bowing down^ 
She b^EUi to make a heavy moan, 

And aye the birka a-bowing. 

What ails yoQj kdy. the boy said^ 

^ Bowing down, bowing down. 
That ye seem sae dissatisfi^jd^? 

^ And aye the birka »bowii^« 

Are the bndle runa for you too stroii|^? 

Bowing down» bowing down; 
Or the stirrups ibr you too long? 

And aye the birka .»*b«miag. 
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But, little bay, wiB ye tell me," 

Bowing down, homBg dovn. 
The f«ahions that arein joxft coiuitrief 

And aye the birks ^bawiag« 

The tuimma in our ha' PIl.tdl, 

Bowing down, tiowkig ilowzi; 
And o^ them a' I^U warn you weDt 

And aye the Ittrks a-bowisg. 

Whto ye come in upon the £bor, 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
His mitheor will meet you «i' a golden ehairy 

And aye the btriost a^bowing;. 

But be ye maid, or be ye naiie, 

Bowing down, bowii^ down. 
Unto the high seat make ye boan\ 

And aye the birka a^bowing. 

.Lord Dingwall aft biu be^ beguiPd^ 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
By girls whom yioiing men hae defiled, 

And aye the biiks a*bowing. 

He's etfttod the pi|xi free tbiek breast baney 

Bowing down* bewingdown ; 
And sent them back to their aia heme. 

And aye the hirifia a^bowing. 



Digitizeci by VjOOQ IC 



BOS 

When she ciibe in upon the floor, 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
His mother met her mi a golden chair, 

And aye the lurks a.bowing« 

But to the high seat she made her boun\ 

Bowing down, bowing down $ 
She knew that maiden she was nane. 

And aye the Inrks a-bowij^^. 

When night was coine, they went to bed. 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
And ower her breast hk arm he laid. 

And aye the birks a>bowing« 

He quickly jumped vcgon the floor. 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
And sud, IVe got a vile rank whore^ 

And aye the birka a-bowing. 

Unto his mother he made his moan. 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
Says, Mother dear, I am t^Mlone^ 

And aye the birics a-bowing. 

Ye^e aft tald when I broug^ them hinna^ 

- Bowing down, bowing down. 

Whether they were maid or nane^ 

And aye the birks a4x>wing« 
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I thought I'd gotten a maiden%nght, 
Bowmg down, bowing down ; 

I've gotten hot a waeAi^ wight, ■ 

And aye the birks #-bowing. 

I thought I^ gotten a maiden dear, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

But gotten but a vile rank whore. 
And aye the birks a^bowing. 

When she came in upon the floor, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

I met her wi^ a golden chair. 
And aye the Hvks a-bowing. 

But to the high seat sh^ made her boun^, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Because a maiden she was nane, 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

I wonder wha% tatiid that gay ladi%. 
Bowing down, bowing down. 

The fashion into aur countrie. 
And aye the birks a^bowing. 

It is your little boy I blame. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Whom ye did send to bring her bame, 
And aye the biri^s a*bowing. 
VOL. I. r 
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Then to tbtf'lady abe did go, 
Bowing down» bowing down ; 

Andrtud, O Ladj let me know, 
And aye the Inrka lubowisgy 

Who has defiled jour fiur bodie ? 

Bowing down^ bowii^ down ; 
Ye<re the finC that Ikui beguiled mev 

And aye the bitks ai-bowuig« 

we were sisters, sisters seven. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

The fairest women under heaven. 
And aye the Urks a4x>wii^ 

And we kieiit kevels^us amaUg, 
Bowing down, bowing down, 

Wha wou^d to the grenewood gang. 
And aye the birldi a4x>w]Bgt 

For to pu^ the finest flow^fs. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

To put around our sumsier b^wers^ 
And aye the birka aJboinng^ 

1 was the youngest o^ tfiem a\ 
Bowing down, bowii^ down t - 

The hardest i^une did me befk'. 
And aye the birks a4x>wing. 
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■ Unto the grenewood I did gang, 
Bowing down, bowing down; 
And ptfd the nuts ds they down hsng, 
And aye the birte a^bowbg. 

I hadna stayed an hour but ane, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

1411 1 met wi* a highlan' groom. 
And aye the birks a«boiiing. 

He keeped me sae late and lang, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Till the evening set, and Inrds they sang, 
And aye the Inrks a-bowuig. 

He gae to me at oiir parting, 
Bowing down, bowing down^ 

A diain of gold, and gay gxrfd ridg^ 
And aye the Inrkd a^bowkig ; 

And three locks a' his yellow hair, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Bade me keep them for evermair, 
And aye the Inrks a^bo^ing. 

Then for to daaw I make nae lie,^ 
Bowing down^ fabwilig:dow% 

Look ye my trunk ktii ye will see^ 
And aye the Inrks'a^boirlng. 
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Unto the trunk then she did gc^ 
Bowiqg down, bowing down. 

To Bee if that wese larue or no, 
And aye the birki^t-bowing. 

And aye she sought, and aye she flang,. 

Bowing down, bowing down. 
Till these four things came to her hand. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

Then she did to.her ain son go^ 
Bowing down, bowing down. 

And said, my son, ye^ll let me know» 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

Ye will tell to me this thing. 
Bowing down, bowing down. 

What did you wi' my wedding-ring ? 
And aye the birks a4>owing. 

Mother dear, 1*11 tell nae He, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

I gave it to a gay ladie, 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

I would ^e a** my ha^s and towers,. 

Bowing down, bowing down^ 
I had this bird within my bowers^ 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 
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Keep welly keep well, your lands and strands, 

Rowing down, bowing down ; 
Ye bae that bu*d witbin jour hands, * 

And aye the birkiSL^bcftving. * 

Now, nay son, to your bower ye4^go, 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
Cwifort your ladie, she's full o' woe. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

]S[ow whep nine months were come and gane. 

Bowing down, bowing down, 

' The lady she brought hame a son. 

And aye the birks a bowing. 

It was written cm his bretist bane. 

Bowing down, bowing dowp. 
Lord Dingwall was his father^s name. 

And aye the birks a- bowing. 

He's ta^en bis young son in his arms. 

Bowing down^ bowing down. 
And aye he prai^^d his lovely charm3, • 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

And he has gi^en him kisses three, 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
And doubled them ower to his ladie. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 
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are ye ay father, or are ye my mother ? 
Or are ye my brother John ? 

Or are ye James Herries, my first true love. 

Come back to Scotland again ? 

« 

1 am not your father, I am not your mother, 
Nor am I your brother John ; 

But iHn James Herries, your first true love, 
Come back to Scotland again. 

Awa', awa\ ye former lovers. 

Had far awa^ firae me ; 
For now I am another man's wife, 

Ye^ll ne'er see joy o' me. 

Had I kent that ere I came b^re, ' 
I ne'er had ecme to thee ; 
' For-*! might hae married the king^s daughter, 
Sae fmn she wou'd had me. 

I despised the cr^mk o" gold, 

The yellow {dlk also ; 
And I am >come to my true hive. 

But with me she^U not go. 
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Mj busband he is a dkopoiter, 

Makes his l»ead on dry land, 
And I hae bom him a young son,— 

Wi' you I will not gang. 

• i 

You must fonake your dear httsbond. 

Your little young son also, 
Wi' me to sail the ra^ng seas, 

Where the stormy winds do blow. 

O what hae you to keep me wi\ 

If I should with you go ? 
If Vd fcHnuike my dear husbimd. 

My little young son also? 

See ye not* yon seven pretty ships. 
The eighdi biought me to land ; 

Wkh moxsfaandize and mariners. 
And wealth in ev^ hand? 

^e tunfd her rpond upcm the shore. 

Her loYO^s ships to bdidd ; 
Thdr topmasts a&d their mmnjrards. 

Were covered o'er wi' gold. 

Then she^s gane to her little young son, 
And kissM him eheek and chin ; 

Sae has she to her aleeinng husband, 
And dune the same to him. 
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sleep^ ye, wake^, my husband, 
I wish ye wake in tinje ; , 

1 woudna for ten thousand pounds, 
This night ye knew my mind. 

She^s dipwn the sli|qm» on her feet. 

Were covered o'er wV gold ; 
Well lined within wi' velvet fine, 

To had her frae the cold. 

m 

I* 

She hadna sailed upon the sea 

A league but barely three. 
Till she minded on her dear husband. 

Her little young son tee. 

O gin I were at land again, ' 

At land where I wou'd be. 
The woman ne'er shou'd bear the son 

Shou'd gar me sail the sea. 

O hold your ton^e, my sftrigjhtljf flower. 
Let a' your motirning be ; 
. I<11 show you how the lilies grow 
On the banks o' Italy.^ . . 

She hadna sailed x>n the sea 

A day but har^y ane. 
Till the thoughts o' grief came, in her nnnd. 

And she lang'd for to be hame. 
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gentle dttith, come cut Aiy breadi, 
I mfty be dead ere morn; 

1 ihay be buried in Soottbh ground, 
Where I Was bred and hcfrn. 

hold your tcmgue, my lily heaamt thing, 
Let a^ your mourning be ; 

But for a while we41 stay at Ros0 Ide, 
Then see a &r oountrie. 

• 

Ye'se ne'^er be buried in Soottisb ground, 
Nor land ye^ae nae mair see ; 

1 brought you away to punish you, 
For the breaking your vows to me. 

I said ye should see the liKes grow, 

On the banks oMtaly ; 
But I<11 let you see the fishes swun. 

In the bottom o^ the sea. 

He reaohrd his hand to the topmast, 

Made a* the sails gae down; 
And in thetwinkling o^ an e^e, 

Baith dnp and crew did drown. 

The fatal flight o^ tMs wretdied maid 

Did reach her ain countrie; ' 
Her husband then cKstracted ran. 

And tl|is lament made he : — 
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O wae be to tbttAipy the slu{v 

And wae be to.tbe sea. 
And wae be to the marixiers, 

Took Jeanie Dooglaa firae me ! 

O bonigr, bonny was my love, 

A pleasure to behold; 
The "very hair o* my loYe^s head. 

Was Uke the thosads o' gdA. 

O boimy was bar cheeky her cheek. 
And bonny washer chin; 

And bonny was the bride she was. 
The day die was made mine ! 



Barbara Blair came down the stair^ 
A gown Q^ gre»i she did put on; 

W¥ siller slij^rs on ha: &(iy^ 
The ciqptain's made her colour wan. 

The cuitun's on to yon harbour, 
To ng Bis bonnjr sUqp for sea; 

O daintie Batxe, said her mother, 
Tho^ he should ne^er come back to thee. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



219 

I 

I wish Satuxday vbs a tUMWKy day, 

A migbty tcapeat in the sea; ) 

The captain's ship may veot and rive, 
. And he may ne^er come back to tfaee. 

say not aae, my mother dear. 

He hid the red gowd on my kueef ; 
Now daintie Babie, said her modier. 
This savie red gourd will mairy thee. 

If I wou'd many a lord o^ fiune, 

He is abeoi my ain degrm ; 
For aye when I offibnuled him. 

He woa^d cast up my babe to me. 

1 wish SatUrdi^ was a bonny day, 

A mighty calmness in the sea; ^ 

That ships may sail, and boats may row. 
That my dear captain come back to me. 

But I will ixA my ydlow hair, 

Ml cut it fiiir abecn.my e'e; 
And I will on to yonder harfaoui^. 

See gin libe captain will mind ^le. , 

The captain heaird his trae loveis voioe. 

And he did stand bdow tfie stair; 
And into Habit's room he went. 

Said, Love, let be your yellow hair. ^ 
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He*8 ta^en out three bandfii' o^ gowd. 
And he has tauld it on his knee ; 

Thai he raxed ower the table Imud, 
And said. My bve take tkb frae me. 

He put his hand into his podcet. 
And he^ talen out a bottle o^ wine ; 

Bring me a cup, mother, he says. 
Ere I drink Balnei's heahh and mine. 

Brawlin' gaed the auU wife bat. 
And braprlin^ came the auld mfe ben ; 

And put the cup into his hand. 
She wished it might be nmk poison. 

He^ tsCen the cup into his hand. 
Into, the cup he pour'd the wine ; 

Here is your heahh, mother, he said, 
I'm sure ye wish your son the sanie. 

He<s put his hand in his pocket. 
And he^ ta^en out the masrriage lines; 

And put them in the auld wife^s hand. 
Said, Mother, can ye read the same ? 

Now when she lookVl these lines upon, 
I wyte a light laugh then gae she; 

O wae betide ye, captain, she said, 
Ye*re aye sae fii' o' policy ! 
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O, mother, now gae mske a-bed, 
♦ And ye will' make it saft and fine; 
And lay my Babie at my side, 

%he pktfe she shou'd litn in langsyne. 

Her mother she did make a bed,' 
And she has made it salt and fine ; 

And laid his Babie at his side, 

The place she shou'd lien in langsyne. 

Barefoot ga'ed the auld wife but. 

And bardpot came the aold wife ben;. 

For fear o' waking the captain, 
And^s bonny. Babie lien beyon\ 



Lady Maisry lives intiU a bower. 
She never wore but what she would ; 

Her gowns w«re o* the silks sae fine, 
Her coats stood up wi^ bolts oVgold. 

Mony a knight tiiere courted her, 
And gentlemen o^ high degree; 

But it was Thomas o^ Yonderdale, 
That gained the love o^ this ladie. 
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Now he has bunted her tUl her bower, 
Baitb bite at n^t, and the mid day ; * 

But when he stole bar vitgak rooe, 
Nae mair this maid he woulittbme i%b. 

But it fdlanoe upon a time, 
Thomas, her bower he walked bj ; 

There he saw ber, Lady Maisry, 
Nunmig her young son on her knee. 

seal on you, my bonny babe. 
And hmg niay ye my comfijrt be t 

Your father passes by our bower. 
And now minds neither you nor me. 

Now when Thomas heard her qpeak, 
The saut tear trinkled frae his e^e; 

To Lady Maisry^s bower he went. 
Says, Now Ite oome to comfort thee. 

Is this the promise ye did make, 
Last when I was in your compame ? 

You said before nine months were gan^ 
Your wedded wife that I dionU be. 

If Saturday be a bmmy day. 
Then, my lore, I maun wml the ste ; 

But if I live for to rehim, 
O then, ttly love^ PU marry thee. 
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I i^sh Saturday a stormy day, 

High and stormy be the sea ; 
Ships may not sail, nor boats row, 

But gar true Thomas stay w'C me. 

Saturday was a hoaay^ day, 
Fair and leesome blew the wind ; 

Ships did sail, and boats did row. 
Which had true Thomas to unco ground. 

He hadna heesa oa unto ground, 
A month, a month, but barely three. 

Till he has courted anith^ maid. 
And quite fcnrgotten Lady Maisry. 

Ae night as be lay on hia bed. 
In a dreary dream dreamed he. 

That Maisry stood by his bedidde, 
Upbndding him for^s inconstande. 

He<s called upon his liUle boy. 
Says, Bring me candle, that I see; 

And ye maun gang this night, boy, 
Wi^ a letter to a gayladie. 

It is my duty you to serve, 

And bring you coal md candle light. 
And I would rin your errand, master, 

If't were to Lady Miusry Inright 
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Tho' my l^ were sair I cou'dna gang, 
^ Tho^ the night were dark I cou^dna see, 
Tho^ I should creep on hands imd feet, 
I wou^d gae to Lady Midsry. 

Win up, win up, my bonny boy, 
And at my bidding for to be ; 

For ye maun quickly my errand rin, 
For it b to Lady Maisry. 

Ye*ll bid her dress in the gowns o* alk. 
Likewise in the coats o^ cramasie; 

Ye^ll bid her come akmg wi' you, 
True Thomases weddmg for to see. , 

Ye*ll bid her shoe her steed bef<»re, 
And a^ gowd graithing him bdund ; 

On ilka tip o^ her horse mane, 
Twa bonny bells to loudly ring. 

And on the tor o* her saddle, 
A courtly bird to sweetly sing ; 

Her bridle reins o^ silver fine. 
And stirrups by her side to hing. 

She dress'd her in the finest idlk, 
Her coats were o* the cramasie ; 

And she^s awa** to unco land. 
True Thomases wedding for to see. 
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At ilka tippet o' her hbrse mane^ 
Twa bonny bells did loudly ring; 

And on the tor o^ her saddle, 
A courtly bird did sweetly sing. 

The bells they rang, the bird he sang^ 
As they rode in yon pleasant plwi ; 

Then soon she met true Thomas's bride, 
Wi' a' her maidens and young men. 

The bride she gamed round about, 
I wonder, said she, who this may be f 

It surely is our Scottish queen. 
Come here our wedding for to seoi 

Out it speaks true Thomases boy, 

She maunna lift her head sae hie ; 
But it^s true Thomases first love, 
. Come here your wedding for to see. 

Then out bespake true Thomases bade, 
I wyte the tear did blind her e'e ; 

If this be Thomases first true love, 
I<m sair afraid he41 ne^er hae me. 

Then in it came her Lady Maisry, 
And aye as she trips in the fleer; 

What is your will, Thomas, she stud. 
This day, ye know, ye called me here ? 
VOL. I. Q 
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Cc»ne hithec hj me, jp^ lily flower. 
Come lather,, aad set ye down by me; 

For ye<re the ane I've cs^d uppn, 
And ye my wedded wile maan be* 

Then in it came true Thamais^i Imde, 
And aye as she trif^^d on the stane ; 

What i& yoior wUl, Thomas^ she said, 
Vfai9<hiy, ye ktiew^ ye oail'd me* hame t 

Ye hae come on hired horseback, 
But ye^ gae hame in coach sae free; * 

For litre's the iower into my bow«-, 
I mefli my wedded wHe A/bH bei ^ 

ye will break your lands, ThcMnas, 
And part them in divisions three ; * 

Gie twa o' them ta your as brother. 
And cause youx brother marry tike. 

1 wiima break .my lands, he said. 
For ony woman that I see; 

My brother^s a knight o' wealth mQ, n^gkt, 
He^li y^ BflHue but he^ w3t for- me. 
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There is a fiu^ioo in this land^ 
Afid even come to this country; 

That every lady should meet her kxrd, 
Whffla he is newly eome firae 8e% * 

Some wi" hawks and soeae wi' hpundsj^ 
And cidier acHne wP gay mcmie 5 

But I will gae myself rfone, 
A«d set his young son 00 his ^ee. 

She^s taren her young son in her arms. 
And nimUy walked by yon sea strand ; 

And there sheq)y'd her father's shifv 
As she was saiMng to dry hmd 

Where faae ye put my sm gude lord, 
TKs day he stajm sae fmt &ae me ? 

If ye be wantii^ your angucfc lord, 
A siglit o* faim ye^li never «se. 

Was ha brunt, or was he shot ? 

Or wm he ^bowncd in the sea ? 
Or what's become o' my ain gude lord. 

That he will n^er sqipear to me ? 
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He wasna brunt, nor y^ be sbot. 
Nor was be drowaed'in the sea ; 

He was dsan in Dumfermling, 
A fatal daj to yoir and me. 

Come in, come is, my meny young men, 
dome in and. drink the wine wi^ me ; 

And a** the better ye shall fare, 
Vor this gude news ye tell to me. 

She^ brought them down to yon ceUar^ 
She brought them fifty steps and three ; 

She Urled wi^ them the beer and wine. 
Till Uiey were as drunk as drunk o^d be. 

Then she has locked her cellar door, 
Var there were fifty steps and three ; 

Lie there wi' my sad mahson. 
For this bad news yeVe tauld to me. 

She^s ta'«& the k^s intiU her hand. 
And threw tliem deep, deep in the sea; 

Lie there wi^ my sad malison. 
Till my gude lord return to me. 

Then she sat down in her own room. 
And sorrow lulled her fast asleep ; 

And up it starts her own gude lord. 
And even at that lady's feet 
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Take herie the keys, ^anet, he says, 
That ye threw deep, deep in the sea ; 

• And ye*ll relieve my merry young men, 

For they*ve nane o' the swick* o' me. 

They shot the shot, and drew the stroke. 
And wad in red bluid to the knee ; 

Nae sailors mair for their lord cou*d do, 
Nor my young men Aey did for me. f 

I hae a question at you to ask. 
Before that ye depart frae me ; 

You'll tell to me what day 1*11 die, ^ 
Aad what day will my burial be? 

I hae nae mair o' God's power 
Than he has granted unto me ; 

But come to heaven when ye will. 
There porter to you I will be. 

But ye5ll be wed to a finer knight 
Than ever was in my deglee ; 

Unto him ye^ll hae children nine. 
And siJC o' them will be ladies free. 

The other three wHA be bold young men, 

• To fight for king and countrie ; 
The ane a duke, the second a knight, 

And third a laird o' lands sae free. 
* Swick, blame. 
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One evemng as a. maid did walk. 
The moon was shining dearly ; 
She heard a trooper at the gates, 
She'thought it was her dearie. 
She^s ta^en his horse then by the hea^L 

And led him to the stable ; 
And gi'en to hi'm baith com and hay, 
To eat what he was able 
C%orta.— Bonny lass, gin I come near you, 

Bonny lass, gin I come' near you ; 
1*11 gar a' your ribbons reel, 
Bonny lass, or e'er I lea'you. 

She^s ta'en the trooper by the hand, 
, And led him to the table ; 
And fumishM him wi' bread and cheese. 

To eat what he was able. 
She^s taVn the wine glass in ber hand. 

Poured out the wine sae dearly ; 
Here is your health and mine, she cried. 
And ye*re welcome hame, my deary ! 

Bonny lass, &:c. • * 

A gla6& o' wine tor gentlemen, 
And bonny lads Ibr lasses ; 



I 

r 
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And bread wad cheese fbr cavaliers, 

And com and hay for aises. 
Then she went but and made his bed, 

She made it like a lady; ' 
And she coost aff ha* mankie gown, ' 
Says, Laciidie, are you ready f 
Bonny lass, &c. 

Then he coost aff his Jjig watch ooat, 

But and his silken beaver ; 
jf^pm o^ pbtols frae his jside, 

And he lay down beside her. 
Bonny lassie, I am wi** you now, 

J^nny lassie, I am wi' you ; 
But 1^11 gar a^ yem ribbons reel, 

Bioiiny lasne, ere I lea' you. 

The trumpet sounds thro' BIrldaie, 

Says, Men and horse, make ready; 
The^rums do beat at Staxienum hiU,-*- 

Lads, leave your mam and djiddie. - 
The fifes did play at Cranl^ banks. 

Lads, Leave the Lewas o' Fy vie ; 
And tlinn the tit)Oper he got up. 

Says, Lassie, Imua^ lea' you now. 

Bonny lassie, I maun lea' you now. 
Bonny lassie, I maun lea' you ; 
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But if ever I come tim roid agmn, 
I will come in and see you. 

She^s ta^en het gown out ower her arms. 

And fidlowed him to Stirling ; 
And aye the trooper he did.Kijr, 

turn ye back, my darling. 
O when wiH we twa meet again? 

Or when will y^u me marry ? 
When rashin rinds grow gay gowd liogs, 

1 winna langer tarry. ^ 

Bonnjr las^e, &c, 

O when will we twa meet again ? 

Or when will you |ne marry ? 
When heather JknapQ grow siller taps, 

I winna langer tarry. 
O when will we twa meet again ? ' 

Or when will you me marry ? 
When hither cows grow owsen bows, 

I wiana langer tarry.- 

Bonny lassie, &c. 

» 

O when will we twa meet again^ 
Or when will you me marry ? 

When cockle shells grow siller bells, 
I winna langer tai:ry. 

O when will we twa iqeet again ? 
Or when will jou me marry ?. 
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When api^e trees grow in the seas, . 
I wjnna knger tarry. 

Bonny lass, &a 

O when will we twa meet again ? 
Or when will you me marry ? 
When fishes fly, and seas gang dry, 

I winna langer tarry. 
O when will we twa foeet again ? 
Or when will you me marry ? 
^hen frost and snaw shall warm us a\ 
* I winna langer tarry;" 

Bonny lassie, be 

Yestreen I was my daddie^s dow. 

But an' my mamy^s d^wtie ; 
This night I gang wP bairn to you, 

Waes me that I e'er saw thee ! 
Yestreen ye were your daddie's dow. 

But an^ your mammie^s dawtie ; 
But gm ye gang wi^ bairn to me» 

Ye may rue that e^er ye saw me. 
Bonny lassie, &c. 

turn back, my bonny lass, 
And turn bade, my dearie; 

For the Highland hills are ill to climb, 
And the bluidy swords wouM fear ye. 
Bonny las^e, &c. 
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* Lord Ingram and Cbilde Vyet 
Were baith bom in ae bower ; 
They fell in love* wi* ae lady. 
Their honour was bat poor. 

Lord Ingram and Child Vyet ^ 

Were baith bred in ae ha^ ; * 

They laid their love on Lady Maisry, 
The waur did them befa\ 

Lord Ingram gdned Lady Maisry 
Frae father and frae mother ; 

Lord Ingram gained Lady Maisry 
Frae sister and firae brother. 

Lord Ingram gained Lady Maisry 

Frae ai* her kith and kin ; 
Lord Ingram courted Lady Maisry, 

But she said nay to him. ;> 

Lord Ingram coutted'Lady Mabry, 
In the gardeh amo^llie §oshr% ; 

Childe Vyet awrted La«ly M^siy 
Amo^ her ha's ilid bowers. 
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Lord Ingram sent to Lady Mmry, 

A steed, paced fa' well ; 
She wishes he were ower Ch« sea, 

If Childe Vyet were wieU. 

Lord Ingram coafted Lady Maisry ! 

Frae her relations a'; 
Childe Vyet courted Lady Maisry 

Amo' the sheets aae sma\ 

LdV Ingram bought to La^ Mlusry 

Vie silltf knapped glo^vs ; 
She wished his himds m^^ swell in them. 

Had she her ain true love; 

Lord Ingram bought to L^ Maisry 
The brands gamishM wi^ steel; 

She wished the same might pierce his heart, 
Gin Childe Vyet were wteH 

Childe Vyet bou^t to Lady MauKy 

The fancy ribbons ana^ ; 
She bbd nair delight in ber sma^ fimcy 

Than n* Lord Ingram, gowd aod a\ 

Lord Ingnati'& gtttt to her ^itber^ 

And thus hedidoomplaki;-^ 
O^ am I doom'd to die £ot lave^ 

And nae be loved Aflfiii P 
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I hae sent to your daughter 

The steed paced fu' well ; 
She wishes I wer» ower tfie sea, 

Gin Childe Vyet were well. 

i hae bought to your daughter 

The siller knapped gloves ; 
She wished my hands mi^t swell in them. 

Had she her ain true love. 

I hae bdbght to ]four daughter ^ 

The brands gailiish^d wi** steel ; ^ 

She wished the save might pierce my hearty 
Gin Childe Vyet were weell. 

Childe Vyet bought to your daughter 

The fancy ribbons sroa^; 
She^s mair delight in her sma' fancy. 

Nor o' me, gowd and a\ 

Her fath@^ tum'd him round about, 

A solemn oath sware he ; 
Sluing, She shall be the bride this night, 

And you bridegroom shall be. > 

O had your tongue, my father dear, 

Let a' your pasuon \sm ; 
The reason that I love this man, a 

It is unknown to (^lee. 
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Sweeetly played the merrj org«BS» 

Intill *her motheFs bover ; 
But still and dum stood L^^y Mauoy, 

And let the tears down pour. 

Sweetly played the harp sae fine^ 

Intill her fathers ha^; 
But still and dum stood Lady Maisvy^ 

And let the tears down fa\ * 

fTK^en Marykirk and her loothe^s bower, 
■ . Was a** dad ower wi'^ gcrwd ; 
For keeping o^ her soaw.wliite feet 
Frae treading o^ the mould. 

Lord Ingram gaed in at ae churcbdoor, 

Childe Vyet at another ; 
And lightly leugh him, Childe Vyet^ 

At Lord Ingram, his br^er. 

l^gh ye at my men, brotbcar ? 
Or do ye laugh at me? 

Or laugh ye at young Lady Maisry^ . 
This i%ht my hnde\ to be ? 

1 laugh na at your men, brother. 
Nor do I laugh aftlhee ; 

But I lau|;h at the knightless sport 
That I saw wi* my e^. 
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It is a ring •» ae fiag^r, 

A broach on ae becast bane ; 
And i£ft kieftt i||Mt'» und^ tham 

Your love.wouM •nan be daae. 

ijxd Ingnua and Ua neny jovmg m» 
Out ower the |Main9 itfe*gada ; • 

And pomvdy ^«aUsf d him, Cbttde Yjret, 
Him angle, aeli; aiaile. & 

Wlm Aaf hadiBttlaA and watt dninbesi; 

And a* men boMud far bad ; « 

Lord Ingmm arilTaiJir Maia^> 

In ae chambac ircae'iaid » 

He laiil hia band vpoa fet biaaiH^ 
And thus pronouMbd he >^ . 

There is a bain w^ jroiar sides^ 
Wha may tba Jnhcic ba ? 

Wha ever ba ^mr bam!* fipadkA» « 

Ye will father it Mi ma; 
The fairest oasdero' Snovdafm 

Your mocning gift sbalt ba. m 

Wha ever be itajrhaiin^a Athar> 

Pll ne'er father il <n|Aea ; 
For better ivre I aa> Ub's fi^O)^ 

Nor ever 1*11 love thee. 
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Then he^ ta^n out a trtnty bmnc^ 

Laid it between thera tway ; 
Says, Lye ye there, ye ill wotnan, 

A maid for me tUl day. 

Next morning her firther cteie^ 

Well &elted^ and a. brand ; 
Then up it slartft him, Lord Ingram, 

He was an ai^igr man. * 

If your daug}iter had been • gude WDmny 

As I thought ^be had been, 
Cauld iron shou^ ha» never Ken 

The lan^inight us betweai. 

Ohon, alasf my dooghter dear, 

What^s ttts I hear o' thee ? 
I thought ye was a gude woman 

As in the north eountrie t 

«0 lyui your ibagvie^my fi^hier*dear, 
Let a' your S(Hfrows be; 
I never liked Lord Ingram^*^ 
Ye kett ye fereed me. 

Then in it oame^ Mm (Mlde Vysl, 

Well belted, and j9i-brattid; 
Then up it raibe him Ijoiti ing^ran,— » 

He was an angry man. 
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Win up, win up, now Lord Ingno^ 

Rise up immediately ; 
That you and I ^e quarrel try, 

Who^uns the yictory. 

I hae twa brands in ae scabbard^ 
That cost me mopy pound ; ^ 

Take ye the best, ^e me the warst. 
And PU fight where I s^fUKL 

Then up it;itarta him Childe. Vjet, 

Shook back his yellow hair ; 
The first an"* stroke Cljilde Vyel^drew, . 

He wounded Ingriun sair. ' 

Then up it starts him Lord Ingram^ 
Shed back his coal-black hair ; 

The first an' stroke Lord Ingram drew^ 
Childe Vyet ne^ed'nae mair. 

Nae meen wa/made for these t^a kinghf|i 

Whan they were lying dead ; 
But a** for her. Lady Miysry, 

That gae^^ moumfu^ we^i 

Says, If I hae be^ an ill womauy 

Alas I and wae is mu 
And if I've been an ill iroman^ ,. 

A gude woman 141 be I 
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Ye^ll take frae me my silk altire,' 
Bring me a palmer's weed ; 

And thro^ tbe wadd, for their atkes^ 
1^11 gang and beg my bread. 

If I gang a step for Childe Vyet, 
For Lord Ingram I^H gang three ; 

All for the honour that he paid 
At Marykirk to me. 

1^11 gang a atep for Childe Vyet, ^ 
For Lord Ingram 141 gang three ; 

It was into my. mother's bower 
Childe vyet Mrronged me f 



^ As Annie sat into her bower, 

A thought came in her head, 
That she would gang to gude greenwood, 
Across the flowery mead. 

She hadna pu^d a flower, a flower. 
Nor broken a braq^ih but twa ; 

Till by.it ffune a gentle squire^ 
Says, Lady come awa\ 
VOL, I. R 
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There<8 nane that comes to ^ude greenwood 

But pays to me a tein; 
And I maun hae your miudenbeadt 

Or than your mantle green. 

My mantlets o* the finest silk, 

Anither I can spin ; 
But gixwyou tidce my maidenhead^ 

The Tike I'll never fin*. 

He^s ta'en her by the milk-wl||te haod. 
And by the grass-green sleeve. 

There hud her low ift gude greenwood. 
And at her spitT^d nae leavei 

When he had got his wills o' her. 

His wills as he had ta^en ; 
She siud, if you righ|ly knew my birth, 

Ye'd better Jbtten alane. 

• 
Is your father a IcHrd o' might ? « 

Or baron o* high d^ree ? 
Or what race are ye sprung frae. 

That I'fchoukl lat ye be? 

O, I am Castle Ha^s daughter, 

O^ birth and high degree; 
And if he knows what ye hae clpie. 

He'll hang you on a tree. 
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ttye be Castle Ha's daughter. 
This day I am undone ; 

If ye be Casde Ha's daughter^- 
I am his only son. 

^ Ye lie, ye lie, ye jelly hind squire, 
Sae loud as I hear you lie ; 
Castle Ha', he has but ae dear sm, 
And he is f«r beyond the sea. 

I am Castle Ha's dear son^ 
A word I dinna lie ; 

Yes ! I am Castle Hi's dear son, 
And new <scme o'er the sea. 

'Twas yesterday, Aat fetal day. 
That I did cross the faem ; 

1 wish my bonny shi^ had sunk, 
And I had ne'er oorae hame. 

t 
• Then dowie, dowie, raise die up, 

And dowie oame «he hame. 

And stripped aff her silk mantle. 

And then to bed she's gone. 

Theii in it eame her mother dear, 
And she steps in the fleer ; 

Win wp, ^n up, now feir Annie, 
What makes your lying here ? 
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This mormng fair as I went out. 

Near by yon castle wa'. 
Great and heavy was the stane 

That on my foot did fa\ 

Hae I nae ha's^ hae I nae bowers ? 

Towers, or mony a town ? 
Will j^t these cure your bonny foot. 

Gar you gae hale and soun^ ? 

Ye hae ha^s and ye hae bowers, 
And towers, and mony a town ; 

But nought will cure my bonny foot. 
Gar me gang hale and soun\ 

Then in it came her father dear. 
And he trips in the £eer ; 

Win up, win up, i|pw fair Aonie, 
What mahis your lying here ? 

Thb morning fair, as I went out. 

Near by yon casd^ wa'. 
Great afid heayy Was the stane 

That oi^ my foot. did &?»: 

Hae I nae ha>, h^ J nae bowers. 
And towers, and mony a towtai ? 

Will not these cure ypiu- bonajr fix)t. 
Gar you giang hdle and soun^ ? . 
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O, ye hae ha's, and ye hae bowers, 
And towers, and mony a town ; 

But Hvught will cure my bonny, foot, 
Gar me gang bale and soun'. 

Then in it cam6 her sister tlraee. 

As she stq)s in the fleer ; 
Win up, win up, now fair Annie, 

What makes your lying here 1^ 

Win up, and see your ae brother, 
That^s new come ower the sea^ 

Ohon, alas ! says fair Annie, 
He spake ower soon wi^ me. 

To her room her brother's gane^ 
Stroked back her yellow hair; 

To ber lips his ain did press. 
But words spake never mair. 



O Willie is fair, and Willie is rare. 
And Willie is wondVous bonny ; 

And Willie says be^ll marry me. 
Gin ever he mi^y ony. 
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O, ye^se get James^ or ye^se get Creorgc^ 
Or ye^ie get bonny Johnoie ; 

Ye'se g^ the flower o^ »* my som^ 
Gin ye^U forgake my Wil^e. 

O, what eare I for Jameacnr Creorge, 

Or yet for bonny Peter ? 
I dinna value their love a leA^ 

An' I getna WilBe the writer. 

O, Willie has a bonny hand. 

And dear but it is bonny ; 
He has nae mair tar a* hb land. 

What wou'd ye do wi' Willie ? 

O, WiMie bto a bonny fare. 

And dear but it is bonny ; 
But Willie has nae other grace, •. 

What wou'^d ye do wi^ Willie ? 

- Willie*s fair, and Willie's rare, 
And Willie's wond'rous bonny ; 

There's nane wi^ him that can compare, 
I love him best of ony. 

On Wednesday, that fatal day^ 
The people were convening; 

Besides all this, threescore and ten. 
To gang to the brideated wi' him. 
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Hide on, ride on, my merry men a', 
I<ve forgot soHiething behind me ; 

I^ve fo^ot to get my mother's UiMUig, 
To gae to the bridesteel wi' me, 

Your P^gy «4ie*» but bare fifaleeii, 

^nd ye are searcely twenty ; 
The crater c^Gamery is md^ and braid, 

My heavy curse gang wi' theel 

Then they rode on, mA further on. 
Till they came on to Gamery ; 

The wind was loud, the stream was proud. 
And wi' the.etream gaed Willie. 

Then they rode tiny and fitrlb«r ot. 
Till they came to the kirk o* Gamery ; 

Andi«rery one m high horse sat, 
But WilUe's horse rade toomly. 

When they were settled at that place. 

The people fell a mourning ; 
And a council held amo^ them a\ 

But sair, sair wept Kinmundy. 

Tfien out it speaks Ae Iwride hersKH, 
Says, What means a' this mourmng? 

Where is the man amo' them a'. 
That shou'd gie me fair wedding ? 
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Then out it q)eaks hi^ brother John, 
Says, Megy 141 t^l you plainly. 

The stream was strong, the cl^k t9ie wrong, 
And Willie's drown'd in Gean&y. 

She put hef hand up to her head, 
Where were the ribbons many ; 

She niTe them a\ let them down fa', 
And straightway ran to Gamery. 

She sought it up, she sought it down, * 
Till she was wet and weary ; ^ 

And in the middle part o' it. 
There she got her deary^ 

Then die strcftik^d back his yellow hair, 
And kiss'd his mou^ sae comely ; 

My mother's hearths be as wae as tl^ie, 
We'se baith sleep in the water o' Gamery. 



There lives a inan in Kynie's land, 

Anither in Auchindore ; - 
The bravest lad amo^ them a\ 
• Was lang Johnny Moir. 



« 
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Young Jdinny was an idry blade, 
Fu' sturdy, stout, and Strang ; 

The sllbrd diat hang by Johnny^s sidie, 
Was just full ten f6et lang. 

Young Johnny was a clever youths 
Fu* sturdy, stout, and wight ; 

Just full thrfie yards around the waist. 
And fourteen feet in hight 

But if a* be true they tell me now, 

And sf be true I hear ; 
Young JcJmny's on to Lundan gane, 

The king^s banner to bear. 

He hadna been in fair Lundan 
But twalmcmths twa or three. 

Till &e fairest kdy in a' Lundan 
Fell in love w? young Johnny. 

This 'news did sound thro' Lundan town, 

Till it came to the king^ 
That the muckle Scot, had fa'in in love • 

Wi' his daughter. Lady Jean. 

Whan the king got word oUbat> • 

A solemn oath sware he ; 
This weighty Scot saU strfflt ai jrope. 

And hanged he shall be» « 
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Wiken Johnny bettd the ienlenee past^ 

A light lay^ then g»e he ; 
While I hae strength to widd my Wade, 

Ye darena a* haag me. 

The EiigliA dogs were ciinniDg riigues. 

About him they did creep. 
And ga^e him draps o^ lodomy 

That laid lum fast asleep. 

Whan Johnny wakened frae liis si^^ -" 

A sorry heart had he ; 
His jaws and hands in iron bands. 

His feet in fetters three. 

O whar will I get a little wee boy 

Will work for meat and lee ; 
That will rin on to my uaele^ 

At the foot of Benachie? 

Hare am I, a little wee boy. 

Will work for meat and fee ; 
That will rin on to' your uncle. 

At the foot of Benadiie. 

*. # 

Whan ye come whar grass grows green, 

Slack your shoes and m ; 

And whan ye come Whar watcr^s strong, 

Ye^U bend your bow and swim. 
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And whan ye come to Bemcbie^ 

Ye41 neither duip nor ca* ; 
Sae weU'^ ye^ll ken auld Jduiny ther^ 

Three feet abeai them a\ 

Ye^U f^ to him this bmd lettisr, ^ 

Sealed wi' my faith and troth ; 
And ye^ll bid him bring alai^ wi^ him 

The body, Jock o' Notb. 

<• 
Whan he came wbar grass grew green. 

He slack^t his shoes and ran ; 

And whan he came whar water's strong, 

He beat his bow and swam. 

And whan he came to Benachie^ 

Did neither chap nor ca' ; 
Sae liell^s he kent auld Jdmny there. 

Three feet abeen them a\ 

What news, what news, my little wee ht$f ? 

Ye never were here before ; 
Nae news, nae news^ bul a letter firmxi 

Your nephew, Johnny Moir. ; A. 

Ye^ take here this bcttd letter, 

Seal'd wr his faith and trcyth ; 
And ye're Indden bring akng wl ytm, ^ 

The body. Jocko' Noth. ^ 



.*'' 
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Benachie lyes very low, 

The tap o' Noth lyes high ; 
For a' the distance that^s between, 

He heard auld Johnny cry. 

Whan/)n the plain these champicms met, 

Twa grizly ghosts to see ; 
There were three feet between their brows. 

And shoulders were yards tliree. 

Th^se men they ran ower hills and dalesi 

And ower mountains high ; 
TzU they came on to Lundan town. 

At the dawn o^ the third day. 

And whan they came to Lundan town. 
The yetts were lockit wi' bands ; 

And wha were there but a trumpeter, 
Wi* trumpet in his hands. 

Hfhat is the matter, ye keepers all ? 

Or what^s the matter within. 
That the drums do beat, and bells do ring. 

And make sic dolefii^ din ? 

There% naething the matter, the keeper said, 
There^s naething the matter to thee ; 

But a weighty Scot to strait the rope, % 
And the morn he maun die. 
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O open the yetts, ye proud keepers, 

Ye*ll open without delay ; 
The trembling keeper, smiling, sidd,— « 

O I hae not the key. 

Ye*ll open the yetts, ye proud keepers, . 

Ye*ll open without delay ; 
Or here is a body at my back, 

Frae Scotland hae brought the key. 

. * 
Ye41 open the yetts, says Jock tf Noth, * 

Ye^ll open them at my call ; 
Then wi' his foot he has drove in 

Three yards braid o' the wall. 

As th^ gaed in by Drury-lane, 
And down by the town^s hall ; 

And there they saw young Johnny Moir, 
Stand on their English walL 

Ye«r^ welcome herf, my uncle dear,* 

Ye^re welcome unto me ; 
Ye41 loose the knot, and ^lack the rope. 

And set m^ frae the tree: 

Is it for murder, or for theft ? - 

Or is it for robberie ? ^ , . ,-, if, , » r 

If it is for ony heinous crime,- 
There's nae remeid for thi 
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It^s nae for murder, nor for theft. 

Nor yet for robberie ; 
A^ is for the kirii^ a gay lady, 

They^re gaun to gar me die. 

whar*$ thy sword, says Jock o^ Noth,. 
Ye brought frae Soodand wi' thee P 

1 never saw a Scotsman yet, 

But couM wield a sword or tree. 

A pox upo* their lodomy, 

On me had mc a sway ; 
Four o^ their men, the bravest four, 

They bore my blade away. 

Bring back his blade, says Jock o^ Noth^ 

And freely to him it gie ; 
Or I haeswom a black Soot*8 oath, 

1^11 gar five millioa die. 

Now wharfs the lady, s^s Jock o^ Notk,. 

Sae fmn I wouVl her see P 
She^ locked up in her ain chamber. 

The king he keeps the key. 

So they hae gane before the king, 
With courage bauld and free ; 

Their armour bright cast nc e light. 
That almost dim'd his eV. 
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O whart the lady, says Jock o* Noih, 
Sae fain as I wou^d her see ? 

For we are come to her wedding, 
Frae the foot o' Benachie. 

take the lady, said the king, 
Ye welcome are for me ; 

1 never thought to see nc men 
Frae the fixyt o' Benachie. 

If I had ken'd, said Jock o* Nbth, 
Ye<d wondered sae muckle at me^ 

I wou^d hae brought ane larger f$r 
By sizes three times three. 

Likewise if I had thought I^d been 

Sic a great fright to thee, 
I<d brought Sir John o^ ErsUne park, 

He*s thretty fe^ and three. 

Wae to the littlf boy, said the king^ 
Brought tidings unto thee ; 

Let all England say what they will^ 
High hanged diall he be. 

O if ye hang the little wee boy 

Brought tidings unto me ; 
We shaU attend his burial. 

And rewarded ye shall beT 
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take tlie lady, said the king, 
And the boy shali be free : 

'a priest, a priest, then Johimy cried, 
To jom my bve and me. 

A clerk, a clerk, the king replied^ 

To seal her tocher wi^ thee. 
Out it speaks auld Johnny then. 

These words pronounced he : — > 

1 wantnae lafkids and rents at hame, 
V]l ask nae gowd frae thee ^ 

I am possess'*d o^ riches great, 
Hae fifty ploughs and three ; 

Likewise fa's heir to ane estate 
At the foot o^ Benachia 

Hae ye cmy ma^ns in this place^ - 

Or ony M your call. 
That ye may now send some o* them, 

To1)uild your brokq^ wall ? 

Yes, there are masons in this piac^ 

And plenty at my call ; 
But ye may gang frae whence ye came. 

Never mind my broken walL 

They've ta'en the lady by the hand, . r, 

Ct her prison free ; 
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Wr drums beatii^, and fifes-playing, 
They spent tlie night wi' glee. 

Now, auld Johnny Moir, ^md youi^ Johnny Moifi 

And Jock o^ Noth^ a^ three, 
¥he En^tah lady^ and litd&wee boy, 

Went a' to Benitchie i 



Busk and go, busk and go. 
Busk 4nd go to Cuttie^s weddipg ; 

Wba wou'd be t^e lass or la4 
That wudna g^ng^ an^ they waur biddin f 

Cuttie, he's a lang man, 

0, he*ll get a Utile ivifie ; 
But he41 tak^ qa to the town loan. 

Fan f he takes on her fickle fickle. 
9psk and gp, &c. 



Cuttie he came here yestreen, 

Cuttie he feU ower the midden ; : 
He wat his hose, and tmt his sheen, j ^, 

Courting at ^ fjfinkerM miuden. 
Busk and go, Sec. 

VOL. I. 
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He set hinv dqwn iipo* the green^ 
The lass cam^ tiU him wT ae bidden'; 

He says, Gin ye ware mine, my dame. 
Many aiie's be at our wedding. 

Busk and go, busk and go^ 

Busk and go 'to Cuttie's wedding ; 

Wha wou*d be the lass or lad 

That wudna gang, an* they waur Uddin ? 




"" j)(ti00 ({Bottion of <Si0t)t. 

O whare are ye gaeing, boiiny Miss Gordon ? 

O vbare are ye gaeing^ sae bonny and braw ? 
Ye^ve married wi' Johnny Byron, ' 

To squander the lands o' Gight awa'. . 

This youth i^ a rake, frae England is come, 
The Sptfts dinna ken his extractioii ava ; 

He keeps up his misses, his landlords he duns. 

That's fa«t drawn the Ikiids o' Gight awa\ 

O whare are ye gaeing, &c. 

:^he shooting' o^ gtitis, and rattling o' drums. 
The bugle in woods, the pipes in the ha' ; 
The beagles a howling, the bounds a growling^ 
These^oundings will soon gar Gight gang awa\ 
whare are ye gaeisg, &c; 
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tf t)^ fJflatt to tbe €xken Joe^ - 

ilarly in the morning, the cat die crew day, 

Quo^ the man to the joe, quo' the man todie joe ; ^ 

The cock saddled^s steed, and fast he rade away^ 
Quo' the.m^ny, merry man to the green, joe. 

He saddled thiespur, and he bridled the xnade,' ^ i 

Quo! ilie man to the joe, quo'.the man to the jqe ; / 

And he rade on the rumple, wi' the tail in his 'haod^ ' a" 

Quo^ the merry^ merry man to the gteen^ joe. ' ' ' 

As he rade by the mill, the oiass it was singin^f • -^^ '• 
Quo! thfi man to the joe, quo^ the man to the joe ;--'-'J 

When he came by the Idrk, the com it was grinding, * 
Quo^ the merry^ merry man to the green, joe. ■■ \- 



The gudeman o^ the mill, they ca'd him (S6bie Heid, 
Quo! the man to the joe, quoVthe man to'the jod ; 

Wi^ his bonnet on his feet, and his hreeks? nn his head. 
Quo* the.merry, merry man to the gre^y joe. 



# 



jPorth came the maiden, the auld millar's mither. 

Quo', the man to the joe, quo** the man to the joe ; 
KddUng at her greea cheese and winnowing at her buttei^ 
I Quo' the merry, merr^ man to the green, joe. 
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There were four an* twenty headless men playing at the ha*. 
Quo* the man to the joe, quo' the man to the jge ; 

But bj came footless, and took her firae them a\ 
Quo* the merry, Hs^rry man to ike green, joe. 

Up starts Mouleas^ and mcnriiy he lendi« 
Quo* the man to the joe, quo* the man to the joe ; 

And up starts Tongueles^ and tauld^ tale teucb^ 
Quo* the merry, merry man to the green, joe. 

Four an* twenty HUandmen diaaing at a snuly 
Quo* the man to the joe, quo* the man to the joe; 

O, says tne hindmast, weel take her by the tail» 
Quo* the merry, meny man to the green, joe. 

Tile snul set up her horns like ony humle cow. 
Quo* the man to the jo^ quo' the man to the joe ; 

Fye, says the foremost, we^ a' sdcket now. 
Quo' the merry, meny man to the green, joe. 

Ower Benachid I saw a skate flee. 

Quo* the mm to the joe, quo* the man to the joe;, 
fiiur an* twenty litfle anes fleeing her wi*, 
the.mfny^ m^nry man to the green, joe. 



^JWarai 



an' twenty skate's birds in a drake's nest, 
Quo* the man to the joe, quo* the man to the joe ; 
And they turn'd them about wi' their heads to the west^ 
Quo* the merry, merry man to flie green, joe. 
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9lu\}i %amt lihtetu 

Scour abeen, bonny lass. 

And dinna wrang my pan ; 
The puddings now th^ maun be made, 

Wi* a* the haste ye can. 
The day I hae a gude hi eow, 

That^s to be kiU'd right seen ; 
We^s hae a hearty ChristmaBS, 

Said add Scour Abeen. 

^Tis for the puddings o^ my coW) 

As I may live and die, 
I will declare upo^ my word, 

I scarcely had but three. 
My housekeeper, and a' her bums. 

They ate A«m ane by ane ; 
O seven podducks in hear wyme^ 

And ane^ quo^ 0cour Abe^u 



Whan the puds war sodden, ^ ;^' 

And weel huag up to dry. 
Our little oousin Jockie^ there, 

Took down a pud to try ; 



M 
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But O it had been tdling him. 
That he had been in Rome; 

For whan he saw the black belt. 
Wed kei|t he flien hb doom. 



There was a little wee bridal, . 

- A bridal in Auchendown ; 
And there was but a little gude meat, . 

And as few folk did come. 
A black sheqp^s head in the pot, • 

A sheep^s head wanting the tongue; 
And O, said the siilj bric^egroom. 

Our meat will soon b^ done. 

A wee sup ale in an anker, 

A wee sup ale in a tun ; . 
And O, said the sHily bridegroom, 

I pray you leave me some. 
When they had eaten and drunken, 

The pipes b^fan ix} bum ; 
And O, said the silly bridq;room, 

I kent this day wou^d cum. 
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When they were sery'd wi* inurt)i,, 
The bride to bed, was boon ; . 

And O^ siud tho ^illy bridegrooov,, , 
There's nan^ w^, W^.ly dp.wf^ ;, , 

There*s nane «ee mfily dow^^/ 
Amo' the «fl*eiBt^:s^e«n[ia' ; -. , ^ . 

The bride shefsly^ at the bednstocjc, 
And I'll ly lAe^t; the wa': 



As I gaed out to. tak' the air, ' 

Between Midmar and. bonny €ra^^',; 

There I met a little ,we^ i>ian, , 
The less o' him I never ; saw. •. : ,. • 

His legs were but a finger lang, 
And thick and nimle was his knee ; 

Between his brows there was a span, 
Between his shoulders ells thred. ' 

He lifted a stane sax^set in hight, ; . . 

He lifted it up till his right knee ; \ 
And fifty.yards aUd mair, Vm autre, 

I wyte he made the stane to flee. 
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little wee man, btit.ye be #^t» 
Tell me wh*r ydur dweUkig be( 

1 bae a bowor, compactl j buyt» 
Madam, gin ye41 MOk $od fee. 

Sae on we lap, and $mu^ W(e nd^ 
IHII we come to yonli^b ha^; 

The kippled wave o^ tbe gude t^d gowd. 
The reef was o' the pioaeyW. 

Hpers were playing, ladies dancbg, 
The ladies dancing jimp apd sma^ ; 

At ilka turning o' the spring. 
The little man was wearin^s wa*. 

Out gat the lights, <Hi cam" the mist. 
Ladies nor mannie mair oou'd see ; 

I turned about, and gse a look, 
Just at the foot o' B^iachie. 



There are thi^ee score a^d ten o*" ua, 

Fuir auld maidois ; 
There are three score and ten o' us, 

Fuir auld maidens ; 
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Th^re nethive score ^md ten o^ lis, 
And nae ae penny in our parse; 
Lame, blin*^, and comfortless, 
Fuir Mid maidens. 

It^s rery lurd we camm^^get wed, 

Fuir . auld maidiens ; 
It% vary hard vrt taano' get wed, 

'Fuk atdd maidens; 
It% vary hard we camio^ get wed. 
At night fan we gang till our bed, 
Naething can be dun^ or said. 

To comfi)rt aidd snaidens. 

O we are o^ a willing mm', 

Fuir auld maidens ; 
O we are o' a willing min*, 

Fuir auU maidem ; 
O we are o^ a willing min\ 
Gin ony man wmi^d be sae kin\ 
As pity us that's lame an^ blin\ 

Fuir auld maid^is. 

It^ very hard we casmo^ get men,' 

Fuir auld maidens ; 
It<s very had w« aomo* get men, 

FuiraoldMadmt; 
It^ very liaid we csdm get tpen. 
To fatisfy a willing mM; 



Diqiji^ed by VjOOQIC 



see 

And pity U8 tluit% lame and bMn\ 
Puir auld nuadens. 

But O gin we cou^d hie our wUv 

Puir auld middens ; 
But O gin we conVl hae our msb^ 

Puir auld maidena ; 
But O gin we couVl faae our wish, 
We'*d sing as blytbe at ony thrush; 
For sometfiing maun be dune for us, 

Puir auld maidens. 

But we^ll aj^y to James the third, 

Puir auld maidens; 
But we^ll apply to James the third, 

Puir auld maidens ; 
But we^U apply to James the thiid^ 
And our petition maun be heacd^ 
And for ilk dame a man sectivM, 

To puir auld maidens. 



• fft>^ <Sui^ of Cptte* 

O wat ye how the guise b^ian^ 
The guise began, the guise-bc^gan, 
O wat ye how the guise b^llUl, ... 
The guise bejgan at Tyije, ^ 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



The lady Tjrrie kaidi laird o' Gla^, 
Wba lived baith intp the Slack, 
Between them twa there was a pack, 
To enter bobbing Andrew. 

The mdarland wive&lliey^re a^ gin wud, 
They're a^-gin wud, they're a* gin wud. 
The muirlfilid wities th^'re ^ gok wud, 

F(»r enteriing bobbing Andrew. 
They met the lady in the wauk, 
And'they began to gie^r ill tauk, 
And they began to gie^ ill tank. 

For entiling bobbing Andrew. 

They said her husband was in hell, 

And she was following fast hersell, 

And she ma& fdlowing fast hersell> 

For entering bobbing.Andrew. 

The muirland wives, &c. 

They tare her veil out owcr her taiJ,^ 
Out ower her tail, out o^er her tail. 
They tare her veil oiit owef her tail. 
For entermg bobbing Andrew. 

The niiurland vrives, fee' 

GeordyBuriiettwl'ithe'^tey, ; 

He lay upm Cobiiriy^ ky,. ; ' 
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He ]$j upcm Cobtirtj^s lay. 
And behdd tbe guise o' Tyricu 
The miiiriand wiTes, be. 

Gibbie Monioe lay ower the dyke. 
And he stirrVl ncilher laan nor tyfce. 
And be stirrVI neidier man nor tyke, 
Buibefa^d the guise o' Tyrie. 
The muirland idves» &c. 

But Bitchie Gibb^ the Iady'« guaid, 
He gat a clock for his reward. 
He gat adock for his reward. 

For backing bobUng Andrew. 
Then wat ye hoir the guise began. 
The guise b^gan, the guise h^psh 
Then wat ye how the guise fa^gsti, 

The guise began at Tyne. 



A feir maid sat in her bower door, 
Wringing her lily hands ; 

And by it came a sprightly youths 
Fast trippii^ oTer the strands. 
•A* 
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Where gang ye, young Johil^ diMayi^ 

Sae eariy in the day ? 
It gars me think, by your fiist trip, 

Your journey^ &r away. 

He tum'd about wT mxAj lock^ 
And said, What% thflt to tiMe f 

I'm gaen to see a lorely mai^ 
Mair fidrer £ur than ye. 

Now hae ye {dayVi me Ifais, &ufle lave^ 

In simmer, nnd the flowers ? 
I sail repay ye bade again. 

In winter, ^mid the drawers* 

But again, dear Wve, and agai% dear Jtive, 

Will ye not turn again? 
For as ye look to iAer women. 

Shall I to ither men. 

Make your choose o* whom you pkase. 

For I ray dK»ce will have ; 
Vwt diosen a maid mair fair than thee, 

I never will decave. 

But she^ kilt up her claithing fine. 

And after him gaed she ; 
But aye he said,. ye^U turn back^ 

Nae fiirder gang wT me.. 
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But agldn, dear love, and again, dear lolre, 
Will ye never Jove me agam ? 

Alas ! fin^ loving you sae well, 
And you, nae me again. 

The first an"^ town that diey came tiU, 
He boaght iur Inooda imd ring; . 

But aye h«{mde her turn agam. 
And gang nae faxder wP Imn. 

But agam, Sear love; imd agmn, Aksa: love. 
Will ye never love: me agam ? ' 

Alas! for loviag'yc^ 'sae wdl, . 
And yoa,'Aae«ie agaim / 

The^die^tcan^ timm that they came tiil^ ' 

His heart itgrewmair fidn ; 
Andhe was:doep m.Iove wi\her, 

As she was ower Bgain. .' ^ ' 

The m^an^tQlht that th^ camt ially ' 
He boughth^r weddii^genmi; ' 

And made her lady oVha^s andboivers^. 
In bcmny Berwick toi^n. 



■? r.'y ' 
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I wish that my auld man was dead, 
I think my cradle comes nae speed, 
I^U get a ranting roving blade. 
To had my cradle rowing. 
Our John is dowing. 
Our John is dowkig, • 

141 get a lusty Hig|hlai»dmair 
To had the cradle rowing. 

Our Johnny's taVn the pet. 
And aye he% spuhig up his meat, 
' Wi^Ttnuekle hoasts and lai^^spit, > - 

And he'is aye dewing. 

Oui J(^ id dowing, &c. < ' 

I feffd my ydkyw fitted coek, 
And-st6vM him well iilto die pot, : ^.,«! 
And bade him drink the hree' o*. tliat> ! • 
But he is aye dowing. . ' 

Our John is dowing, &c. 

I gae him skink and fowlie bree. 
And ither cordials, twa or three ; 
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But a^ these ^liatiei wudna dee. 
For be is aye dowing. 
Our John is dowing, 
Our John is dowing, 
We^ll drive him on the gate he% gaen, 
He^s better dead than dowing. 



iBonnv ^ittt Jotin- * 

Faer hae ye been, my bonily Saint John, 
Ye^e ^dan mm laiig, ye^c l^den^ie hmg^ 

Faer hae ye been, my bonny Saint Jcim, 
Ye^ye Udden sae lang, ye^ve bidden sae lang P 

Up in yon hill, and down in ym glen. 

And I cou'dna vna bm^ and I wu'doa win hame^ 
Now iat will y e gie me vmUi my 9upp^» 

Now fim I<m cpme htm^ HOW bm Vm come hame f 

A dean dish fiir yoi|» mid n ^tfan ffiQCH), 
For byding soe Uuig^ fm byding $ae hnig; 

A clean dish for yoii» aad a ^itm tigmh 
For bydinfi^ sae lang, fiv byding aaa^lwg* 
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Robin raisM him frae the earth. 
And mounted on a tree ; 

for a clerk to write my will. 
Some time afore I die ! 

I^ve big^t cm yon bonny burn bank 
Mair than three thousand yearie ; 

And fain w^u'd I my tesment make, 
If my lanlord wou^d bear me. 

Say on, say on, my bonny bird^ 
An^ see what ye will W me ; 

For sic a l»rda8 you, Robin^ 
Sat never on die bnepe. 

1 lea' to you my bonny cap. 

That sits upo' my^head ; 
I<11 lea' it to ypur^ellj.iny lord. 
To drink yp^r wii^e ^, red. 

141 lea' to you wy bampan. 
It is baith lang.i^id sma' ; 
141 lea' it to youraell, my lord. 
To drink your wine witha'. 
VOL. !• T 
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141 lea!* to you mj botui j nib^ 
That used to stue theoomi 

VH lea' it to younell, my lord^ 
To be a totttiog boriK 

I<ii lea* to yoa my guid twa een. 
That are l&e crystal stane; 

They will shaw h^ in a lady^ft bower. 
When the li^t o^ the Axy is dne. 

I<11 lea^ to you my twa ribs, 
Whidi are baith lang and sma^; 

141 W them to yoursell, mf lend. 
For Idpplea to your ha'. 

I<11 ka^ to you my tee I^, i 
Upo' the water o' Wearie ; f 

It will be posts and piUsrs to you. 
And last tins hunner yearie. 

I<11 lea^ to you my tither kg, 

Upo' the water o' Tay ; 
It will be po8ts.4md pillars to you. 

And last for eter and aye. 

Te^ll y dee £hre score a* owsen wuies, - 

And haeme to the hiU ; 
And see ye deal my inmates wdl. 

And gie die poor their fiU. 
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But by at cam^ the gree^jr. gb(fe) 
fu^d Bbbinqiute away. 

Tb^ forth it came Ae neiry Vreiiy 

M^kii% aheayy moto'; ' :^ 
Says, JEv^ry lady has her lord, 
. pBut my gude loxd is gone, 

C%ort«^.— -Sing, Father,iink yei hink ye, dinkf 
Sing, Father, linkum dearie ; 
Sic a Jbird ad you, Robin, 
Sat .neter on the brierie. 



First whan I came to the north, 
;Wi^:lf>i»^t blue, and, belted plaidie, 

First^i opurtedagentleniaa^a^y, 

But Jipcw Fm coD(ie to Bichard^a iMar^. 

•« 
First when I came my lassie to w66, ' ■... j 

She was ia bed hid: bteakfiuit ready il 

But up she raise, piit on Jier.daise, l. '. ,^ 

And said she<d.beeiLialnofuijii5et daddy. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



276 

Will 3re gib me your daughter, Ridiardr 
Will ye pe me your daughter Mary? 

My daughter's a young and tender thil^^ 
And ye^re but a ranting Highland laddie. 

The next time I came my lassie to woo, ' 
She was in bed; her breakfast ready ; 

Then up she raise, put on lier daise. 

And bUnket blythe on her Highlaaid laddie. 

Ye<ll call your daughter to the door. 
And ye will speak wi^ words fu' gadie ; 

And see if she is wilfing to wed, 
Wr me, that^s a brisk young Highland laddie^ 

He's called Ins daughter to the door. 
And he's spake wi' her words fii' gadie ; 

Come tell to me in secret now. 
Gin ye respect yon Highland laddie ? 

Tho^ I had nought but my coat and spmodc. 
My tartan g^ywn, and Glasgow plaidEe ; 

I wou^d brake my bonny tai-tan gonQEi, 
And make trousers d^ to my Highland laddie. 

The bridal it came seen about. 

It wasna lang o* making ready ; 
When she was on her high horse set. 

She looked just like ony lady. 
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When she waaia her saddle adt^ . 

And riding in die leys sae bontqr; 
Nae pipe nor luldle gae »c ileliglbt 

As she had w! her ain dear (tanc^^ 

fare ye wel^ JLcird Uuntl/s iMds, 
For mopy Modglst I bae seeH ;. 

But yipt I^ve kept my maidenhead^ 
And wiiiii:;jed it oii inly Highland Jaddie. 

As they came by Coberty^s yetts, 

Then forth it came her Meg M^Candy ; 

Says, Sorrow gang wi' you, ye jolly bridegroom, 
Ye might hae taen me to Gardenstown wi^ you 1 

1 wyte I lent you twenty punds, 
O^ that I lacked not ae penny; 

But I shall hae it a' again. 

If ye sboaVlna iiae but Bichard^s Mary. 

O bide ye stiH^ the bride rqpbed, 
Till winter I get my sma* webs ready ; 

And ye shall hae it a* agam. 

If he shou'daa.hae but Bidvuxl^s Jfary. 

The brid^proom spake, she^s hae as a^m^ 
(y that she shall not lade ae penny ; 

For she' shall hae it a** again, 

I^ve got dirice as muckle wi^ you> my Mary« 
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When tkey cMnertmtolOiidentliMni,' 
Sae menify'lliey dnmk bber'iind fantndy ; 

And merrily bfaAeS &« el«et nHnis 
The sweet mufc^ ttd Migu duUty. 

He wou'dna let Imr d^w her ^o^e% 
To milk a cow/tbiy dM;]^ h«d iamyj; 

But took her ini hii arms t^% 
Says, i^heifse a? gan^ y)«t far you, say M«y« 



f be Cuttnitt0 €kxk. 

As I gaed do#n to GoUist^m^ 
Some white fish for to'hujr^ bay^ 

The cMu^g cikMt he fottalrad' te^ 
And he followed me speedily, ly. 
And he filM^^ale B^M^^ 

Says, Faur ye gaosy m)c deaivftfi idctv ? 

P fiiir.i^.gimi; ai^:d0#,.'diMrf 
There^s naebody comes to my bedside, 

And Mftbod^ Mdb lo'y^/rywr. 

And 4fidb^>i9nsi to y^ 
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JiT^niff broiler 13 a g^bntfl^^vre wq^ 
A g#^rt,8(^|gip^e Wright i^i h^ 

Ye^U gar b^ im^^ lang la^lda;, 
Wr thirtjr, Btepsr and tjiree, thj^ 
Wr thirty st^paand three. 

And garJbim big a 4e^ deep creel, 
A deep creel and a strinj^ string ; 

And ye^U coi^e up to my bedside. 
And come bonnily linken in,' in^ 
And come bpnnily lioken in. 

The aidd gudeman and auld gudcwife. 
To bed they went to sleep, sleep ; 

But wae mat worth the auld gudewife, 
A wink ^e coudn^get, g^ 
A wink ^ coudnaget 

I dreamed a dreinry dream this nighty 

I n^sh it binna tiue, true. 
That the rottiena had come thro' the wa\ 

And cutttd the ooyerm* blue^ blue, 

And cuUed the Go?erin^ bli^a 

Then up it inuse the auld gudeqiap. 

To see .0n it vaa ^ciie, a^m ; 
And he% gane to W daughter dear^ 

Says, What are ye i^oinjg^ my daW| dow ? 

Says, What are ye d<Mi^^ my dow^? 
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What are ye dcnng, my daughter 9ear# 
What are ye d(Hng,^my dow, dow ? 

The prayer bookV in my haiui, father. 
Praying for my atdd minnie and you, you. 
Praying for my auld minnie Aid you. 

The auU gudeman and auld gndewife. 
To bed tliey went to sleep, sleep*; 

But wnyifft worth the auld gudewife. 
But aye Ae waken'd yet, yet. 
But aye she waken'd yet 

I dr^ffifM a dreary dream this night, 
I wish it binna true, true. 

That the cunning cleric and your ae daughtA: 
Were aneath the coverih* bhie, blue. 
Were aneath the coverih' bhie. '' 

O rise yoursell, gudewife, he says. 
The dielinay had you fast, fast ; 

Atween you and your ae daughter 
I canno^'^t ae ni^hfs rest, rest, 
I canno^ get ae ni^'s rest. - 

Up then raise the auld gudewife,^ 

To see^n it was true, true ; 
Andshefellarsehus^intheered, - 

And lip the string they drew, drew. 

And up Ae i^tring they drew,- 
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Wiaup, win up, gudeman, shesajrs, 
Win up, imd help me now, ik)w ; 

For he that ye ga6 me to last night, 
I think he<s cat&h^d me now, now, 
I think he<s catchM me now. 

Gin auld Niek he has catdi^d you now, 
I wish he may 1^ you fast, last ; 

As for you and your ae dbuigfater, . 
I never get kindly rest, rest, 
I never get kindly rest 

They howded her, and they showded her, 
Till the auld wife gat afe', fa^ ; 

And three ribg.o^ the auld wife^s side 
Graed knip, knap, owar in twa, twa, 
Gaed knip, knap, owerin twa« 



1^11 tell you a tale, or J^U sing you a scmg, 
Witt grievp your heart f^Q isair ; 

How the twa bonny clerks o^ Oxenford 
Went a£Pto learn their letr. 
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Hbenr fiiditr b?'d Acm v(ei7 ved. 

Their modber muckle mmr ; 
And Mil tketai DQlo Billybiify^ 

To kam deq^ iMr. 

Then out it spake thar motter clear. 

Do w«e^ itej mxm, dd iTeel ; 
And hiriuiit Hot wi*! th^ ^^mng v^omea, 

Wi' tfatatj^ pky idle fi^ 

Their fiilher swaie themoa their aottls, 

Their mother on their Ufe, 
Ne<rer to tie wT t3ie aidd' majrorV daugjiters, 

Nor lKis8 the young iniiyor^fti^ifb* ' 

Bui they jb^id^aJ^jeenmBUlsbiny 

A tif«tUin(tHHh and adnyv 
Till the twa bcmny clerks d" Oxenfbrd 
With the mayor^s twa daughters lay. 

As these twa d^ks they sat and wrote, 

The ladies, o^wed and sang.; 
There was mab nmth in that chamber 

Than all fair F wroPs land. 

But mBi'k^jKSSL^ik^wifk^m^y^^ 
AshdB^aliltowin^ , \ 

That thetml fabitey t:letkftd' OwUM 
With Ins twa daiigbtars had lyne. 
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bayeth^Ub vadi my daogiders ifar, 
Hars jbiil «(irer a^ nj laaA? 

Tkte morn^ are I eat ctt^driiBk^ 

I'll hang them irkb 1*7 lubML 

•* 

Then helM9 ta'eift.Afe fwa boBily ddrU, 

Bound ihdB frae tap to ta^ 
TiU Ihe MddM hlood ilk tUeir body 

Out ower Aiar naik did^^aa 

Wbare iviD I get a Etde wee boy 

Will win gowd to his fee; 
That will rin €» Dor ChBenfiMfd, 

And that rigkt sponMlie ? 

Then up it ttarts a bomiy bej. 
Gold yeUow was his boir ; 

1 wish his ff^her and mother joy^ 
His ttue love nmekb mair« 

Says, Hen am I5 a litde wee hoy. 

Will win gowd to my fe^ 
That will im on to Omrfbrd^ . 

And that rig^t qpeeAlie. 

Wheiie ye ind the grass green gnmng, 

Safe ikwa your fciod and rin ; ' 
And 'wh<en& ye find the^briga kndi^ 
/ YefM bend yom^ hm and wmiL 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



861 

But when je oome to Oxebftvd, 

Kde nadKr tcrdiap nor ^^; 
But Bet yoarl)eiit bow to your bveasty 

And ligfadj loup the wa\ 

l^lMfere he fomid die gtiMs green growing. 

He alack^t his dioes and nm ; 
And where be fiiund the br^. bvdkfany 

He bent lys bair and swam* / 

And when he came to OxenfiNt), 

Did neither chit^ nor ca^ ; 
But set his bent bow to his breast. 

And Ughtly leapt the wa\ 

What news, what news, my littfe wee boy ? 

What n^ws hae ye to me P 
How lire my sons in BiUsbury, > 

Since they went'far fi»e ii^P . \ 

Your sons are w^U^ and kanung well^ 

But at a higher school; \ ■ 
And ye<ll ner^ see your sens cigain. 

On the holy days o' 'Yiik; 

Wft* sorrow npw gae make my bed^ . 

W¥ cave ahd citttbn ky me down ; 
That:maii <ui eiirth:shall n^ac^he bcmi. 

Shall flee toe mahr gang cm thi'grdun\ 
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Take twenty pounds in your poeket** a 
And ten and ten to .tell them wi''; 

And gin ye getna hynde. Henry, 
Bring ye gay Gilbert .hame to me^^ 

OHI it speaks bU Chcenfiotd, . ' ^• 

A sotry, sonry.man, was he;'; 

Your strapge widi does me sutpris^r ' 
They are biith tlrare sdike to me. 

Wi' sorrow now I^lt saddle my horse, 
And I will gar my ibridfe ring ; 

AndlsbdlbeatBiUftbUry, . 
Before the smaU birds sweetly sing. 

Then sweetly sang the iiightiiigale 

As she sat on the wand ; 
But sair, sair, moum'd OxxoKxd^ 

As he gaed in the stnuuL 

When he came to Bitt^iiry, 

He rade it round about ; 
And at a little shott window 

His sons were, looking out. 

O lye ye thel*e,'my sons^ h^ Sjud, 

For oxen, or fiwr kye ? 
Or, is it for a little o' deep dear lo?ev 

Sae sair bound as ye lye ? 
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Welf^m^hme^ fidher, ihejr said. 

For oxttt, oor }fi)r kye ; 
It<8 all fw« fittleo' deqp dear love, 

Sae aair boufidaa wi Ifei 



O hanow%,hmtan^ Mbeat, ihefstUf 
For the lore we bear ta Aee! 

nmer fear, my pratty atms. 
Well bwEowedye ahall be. 

Then be^ gane to the wkdced mayor. 
And bailed bioi eoarteoudie ; 

Good day, good day, <di Balltbury, 
God aaake you safe jud fi»e i— 

Come sit you down, brave Oxenford, 
What are your wflls with me ? 

Will ye ^ me my soosagain. 

For gold, or y^&r :fee ? 
Will ye gie me my sons again, 

For^ sake Ifaat died on tree ? 

1 winna ^e you your acMis again. 
For gold nor yet&r fiee; 

But if ye^U stay a little while, 
Ye'se see diem hanged hie» 

Ben 4t -came 4l)e mayot^s^ daughters^ 
Wi' kirtle, o^t ^loae ; 
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Their egF68 did spovlde like ihegold^ . 
As they tiipt on ihe itme. 

Will ye ^ u^ our loves^p&thary 

For gold, or yet for fee P 
Oav^Wttl yetake oiir owitwieftiM?, 

And let our true Joves^bo? 

He's ta^en a Jvdup into liiB hand, , 
And lashed diem wcmd^rous sair.; 

Gae tayour bpwseeSy.ye ivjilejrank whsa^, 
Ye*se never 49fee-th^.inair« 

llien out it i^eaks oldrOxeafeEd, 

A scarry man wasthe.; 
Gang to yoiHT bowess^ ye IHy iflowers^ 

For a^ this maunna be. 

Out it speaks lum hynde Henry, 

Come here, Janet, to me ; 
WiSl ye gie me my faith rad tzoth. 

And love,<as'I'gaetfae^? 

Ye shall hae your faith and troth, 
Wr Grod^s blessmg and mine ; 

And twenty times she kiss'd his mouth. 
Her father looking on. 

Then out it speaks him gay Gilbert, 
Come here, Margaret, to me ; 
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WiUfye gie me my faith and tioUi, ^ 

And love, as I gae thee f . 

Yes, ye shall get your fait^ and troth, 

Wr God^s blesang and mine ; 
And twenty times she kissed his m<;Mj^ 

Her father looidng on. 

Ye^U take afif your twa black bats. 

Lay them down on a stone. 
That nane may ken that* ye are clerks 

Till ye are putten down. 

The bonny clerks they died tii%t mom. 

Their loves died lang ere noon; 
Thar fiU;her and mother fcnr sorrow died,—' 

They all died very soon. 

These ax scMils went up to heaven, 

(I wish sae may we a** !) 
The mighly maycnr went down to hellj> j 

For wrong ju^ce and law. 
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SIR PATRICK SPENS. 
Page 1. 
This old and justly esteemed ballad has given rise to much anti- 
quarian conjecture, and critical^^search. It appears to have been 
first published by Br Percy, in his Reliques of Ancient English 
Poetry, in l?^?? as & Scottish Ballad ; and in this imperfect state 
it has been republished in almost every subsequent collection of 
ahdent ballads, occasionally with variations and additions. Sir 
Walter Scott, who has also given an edition of it in the Minstrelsy 
of the Border, admits it to be but a fragment. A complete copy 
was therefore a great desideratum in the literary world, at least to 
that part of it who have made it their study to rescue from the de- 
vouring hand of time those graphic reliques of our early ances- 
tors. History has been silent on the particular event which gave 
rise to its composition, if we except a few indirect hints by some 
of the old chroniclers, which have made aknost every editor have a 
di&rent opinion of its origin. The present version, therefore, may 
supply a deiideraium in the annals of Scotch Song, which has 
hitherto been so often attempted by the ingenious, and the learned 
in vain. It was taken down fi'om the reptatioB of '^ a wight of 
Homer's craft ;** who, as a wandering minstrel, blind fh>m his in- 
fancy, has been travelling in the North as a mendicant for these 
last fifty year^ He learned it in his youth from a very old person, 
and the words ase exactly as recited, free from those emendations 
^hich have nuned so many of our best Scottish Ballads. 

The subject on which the ballad -is founded is thus relatsd 
by Hector Boece, in his Chronicles of Scotland :-^«< And for the 
niMT ooboration of perseuerand amite and kyndness betuix Scottis 
and Dianis intymes oumyng, Margaret, Kyng Alexanderisdoucbter, 

VOL. I. i; 
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haiumd bot ane zeir in age tal be ghun in nuurriage to Haningo 
je ton of kjng Magnus quBev adio it cmnyn to perfite age.** 
Thia marriage tool^Iaoe betwixt tiie king of Soot]and*i danger, 
Mai]|aret, and the King of Norway's son, Haningo, about the 
' year 1270. The current report is, that Sir Patrick was sent oo 
an embasiy to Norway to bring home Margaret, grand-daughter 
of Alexander III. king of Scotland, which ^peais t» me to be in- 
consistent with the tenor and narmtive of the ballad. From the 
following verse, I am more inclined to believe that Sir Patrick, 
accompanied with five-and-fifty Scots, lords* sons, were destined to 
carry to the court of Norway its chosen queen, and not to bring 
from that court a queen for Scotland. 

But I maun saU the seas the mom, 

An* likewise sae maun you ;— 
To Noroway, wi* our king's daughtery— . 

A^Msen queen she's now. 

It would also appear, from the first Mne of this Terse, diat the sUp 
kad been in readiness for the voyage, as she was to sail on the day 
after the orders had arrived, and not ^lat she had been pnhibited 
by an act of parliament to sail during the winter monthi. How* 
ever, the season of the 3rear is not specified here. 

YOUNG AKIN. 

Page 6. 

In tome late publications, I have seen fragments of this beauti- 
fol ballad under various names.— It is now for die fint timeglrea 
m a complete states 

The ballad is, to all appearance, very old ; ind agrees mOi the 
-•romantic historj and times of Fergus II. It will be conaideicd 
by an lovers of Scottish Song, as a great acquisition to thear stoie 
of traditionary poetry. The heroine, Lady Margaret^ a king^ 
daughter, was stokn by her fother's oiqB-bcarer, who built for her 
a bower, in whidi rfke was so artfrdly eonfiaed, that no one coidil 
have discovered the place of her reaidenceb In tins bowse, she 
bore to her adopted husband seven sons, the oldest of whom was 
tile means of releasing her from her dreary abode. On liii arrival 
at die eowt of his grandfotlwr, whither he bad gone to raeon- 
ttoitw^ tlio <M monaidi^at once petoofcd nuh a fomflf BkaiiMB 
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in the AKe of this woodUnd bof , as nude bim enqaite after the 
Ikttof hi»]M)g leet doughtfr. She, with the. rest of heraons, 
anmd at her Ikthet's palaoe ; aiid, like die prodigal, or long hut 
son, wai welcomed with joy and gladness, Me ballad con(4udes 
with the pardon of Young Akin, — ^his r|Bcq)tion At the king*8 
oeurt, and the baptism of the ^Bldren. 

YOUNG WATERS. 
Page Id. 
A mulibled edMon of this, beautiful old ballad was first pid»* 
liihad by l4tdy Jean Hume, aster to tha £arl of Hume,, while 
residing in Glasgow. It has been copied into a great many Col- 
lections of Ancient Ballads once. The version which is here 
gi^en to- the pubEty is the only complete one with whi^ I have 
cwt met It GOBtalos a history of the whole tronsaetioi}, i^tboagb, 
In one citse, under a ficUtiotts name. I am, however, indinei to 
think, thait the Young Waters was I^av^l Graham of Fia)tra9^ 
w^o was fboad guilty and beheaded the 16th February l^$Q, £at 
^eing eoneemed in a Popish plot : — ^the particulars of which an 
tt^ be found recorded in Spotswood's History, page 391. 

THE 60WANS SAE GAY. 
Page 22. 
A ballad somewhiat similar in finncy, was pubfidied by AlliM^ 
Ramsay in his Tea Table MisoeUany ; but it difibni n^dely in ro- 
mantle flbtioh and narrative ftft>m the present, whose hero is an 
Elfin-knight, with whom the heroine fidls in lote oA heat^g tho 
sound of 1^ hortf. Great deeds are said to be done on the fii«t 
morning of May, sudi as gathering dew before the sun arise ; 
which is an inftdlibk cosmetic for the ladies. The two following 
verses, on tlie virtue tit May-dew, are from the balM afibded' to. 
O lady fidr, what do yoiihete ? 

There gowans are gay. 
Gathering the dew, what need ye spier ? 
The first morning of May. 

The dew, quoth I, what can that mean ? ^ . 

There gowans are gay. 
Quoth she, te wash my mistress cTean, 

The first morning of Mi^. 
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Tht kijr MMM to btve ben ft match ftrtbefSny; im,hfhm 
jjtm MDg, like Judith with Holofiqpiaf, ihe InUed him ■Jgqiift 
her bp, nd ftftnwftids cotoffhithfliid with hit own wnpon. 

THi; TWA MAGICIANS. 

There it ft norelty in thit Icgendaiy ba||d vtrj^naeing^ and 
ft mutt be Tcry dd.— I never taw any thing in print which had 
the tmallrtt retemblance to it The tinguhtf metamoiphoeet, and 
cmtiout tmntfermatiolM of the hero and heroine of the bdlad b^the 
art of magic, are truly novel. Magic can aocomplith great thingh 
either by natural or tupematund meant. 

Magic it divided mtt> Natural, Artificial, and Diab<dical. Na- 
tural magic prodncet extraordinary and marvellous effectt, by the 
mevt fbcoe of natural means. Artificial magk; produces also ex- 
traordinary and marvellout effiwtt, by human industry and wit t 
at« the g^ait qihere of Archimedes ; the wooden pigeon of Arehi- 
tat ; the golden birdt of the Emperor of Leo, which, tung ; Boe- 
tiut*t brazen onet,' which did both sing and fly, and serpents of 
the same metal, which did hiss ; and Albert le Grand's qpeaking 
head, && Diabolical magic, or the black art, hath surprising ef- 
fects, surpatting those of art or nature, by the help of I'kmoni : 
at Fharaoh*t magiciant, who did imitate the tnfe miracles of God. 
And in the latt age there was a magician, who made the dead 
corpt of a ftmout harper at Bcdogne walk and play, as if he had 
been alive, by ft charm which he put under one of its arm-pitt» 
Gatparus Peucerus, the physician, who mentions this, says, that 
another magician, who discovered the cause of this, did take out 
the chapm with great dexterity; to that the corpt fell to the 
ground, and remained immoveable. Itidore, bithop of Seville^ 
tay t, that the magiciant did move the elementt ; kill m&k by their 
veiy charmt, without poiton ; and raite the devil, from whom th^ 
learnt how to annoy theb enemiet. Natural and artificial magic 
have no harm in them, if people take care not to awaken a tpirit 
of curiotity, and prett too far into futuritiet and tupeistitiout en- 
quiriet : but at fi>r the black art, 'tit alwayt unlawful, at employ- 
ing a oorreipondenoe with evil tpiritt. There are tome people, 
who cither ditbelieve, or pretend to do to, that there it any tuch 
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itivag at witches ; but diit if a truth, to say nothing more, iriAk 
no man, who bdieres any iif^ag in revealed religbn, can call in 
question ; for the Holy Scriptures, in several places, forbids us to 
have recourse to magicians ; and mentions ihdie made use of by 
Pharaoh and Manasses; of the witch of £ndor, consulted by 
« Saul ; o( Simon and Bar-Jesu, magicians ; and of a woman who 
had a familiar spirit Apossessed by Saint Paul ; aH mentioned 
in the Acts of the Apostles. The cocmcys likewise excommunicate 
magicians, and the Holy Fathers mention them upon occasion : 
neither is the dvil law wanting in penal provisions against them :. 
there is likewise a statute in the begpumng of the reign of King 
James I. which makes witchcraft faony.~^ThierU TreaiUe of 
Smperstitiont, 

CHILDE OWLET. 
Page 27. 
Lady Erskine appears to have been a daughter of one of the 
Earls of Marr, who disdained to take the title of her husband, as 
being below her degree. Although he is here called a Lord, it 
does not always prove that those Were Lords of Parliament, or 
noblemen, who were odled so, but merely given as a title of cour- 
tesy. It is quite a common thing for a lady who wishes to ho- 
nour her husband, to call him lord. Sarah called Abraham lord, 
and was accounted a worthy woman for so doing. Childe Owlet 
was an illegitimate son of Jjord Ronald's sister, who had been 
brought up in the house of Us unde, under a fictitious name ; but, 
like another Joseph, chose rather to suffer death than be ungrate- 
ftd to his guardian, or tUdionour his preserver's bed. 

THE BENT SAE BROWN. 
Page 30. 
Love, says the preacher, is as strong as death. Our old poesy 
is ilraught with tales of wonder, as well as delight. The love which 
is displayed by the lady in this ballad is passing human compre- 
hension. It is the strongest passion, and one which betrays reason 
and reflection, and to whose shrine almost all have been made to 
bow. Afow centuries ago^ love signified an invindUe indina- 
tion, as may be seen by the present ballad. It has, however, in 
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t^pccsent ttte, another mmxacg. What UAj in Uni eoligbtiiied 
1^ of refinemcDi and mofals, would sacrifice the life of ithree bio- 
tbert» and incur the deadly hate of a fond father and an indul- 
gent mother, for tin gptfifkarion of saying the life t>f a nightly 
gaUant, as here 4epii|ed ? l%e stratagem which the old woman 
falls upon for the punishment of lllp young knight, pro?es abor- . 
tive. The king, to whom she made her complaint, was much 
better pleased with the artless simplicity of the daughter's state- 
ment of the murder, who had also gone to the king to crave par- 
don for her lover*s manslaughter, as it may be termed, being in 
self-defence. From her familiarity with the sovcrdgn, I am led 
to suppose she had been a woman of high degree ; fcnr we are in- 
formed, she took him in her arms, and kissed him d>eek and 
chin. 

LEESOME BRAND. 
Page 38. 
I am quite unprepared to say where that land is ^' where winds 
never blow, nor cocks ever crow,*' unless I make it Fairyland. In 
fact, the tenor of the whole ballad authorizes me to think it so. 
It would also seem that I.<eesoitae Brand's mother had been an old 
enchantress ; for, by thxec-drops o£ Saint Paul's blood, winch she 
had kept in a gray hom, beneath her head, she restored to life his 
wifo and child. 

CLEEK TAMAS. 
Page 43. 
This ballad bears aU the characteristics of antiquity. It seems 
rather of a romantic kind, although in many places allegoricaL 

THE QUEEN OF SCOTLAND. 
Page 46. 
Whether this ballad alludes to Maiy queen of Scotland's illicit 
amours, which were so notorious, I Icaive my readers to judge. It 
is evident, however, like the wife of Potiphar, she contrived the 
death of this chaste young man, who acted a more honourable part 
than defile the bed of his royal master. The young woman, by 
wl^ose insmimentali^ hi« ^ had been piolanfedr henaRied,as 
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mptDofoflmgMtiliidet tad Piovidenoe, wflKng to eBMimge nidi 
Yifftiioiii actioaB, healed Ifae wouad ^e HtfOki had made. 

THE EARL OF MAR'S DATiQHTER. 
lPage49. 
In the orienta] courts of ^le ancients, magic was ft &YOurite 
study, ftod fovmed pvt of the education of their nobles, whidi 
they brought to gnat perfection; I mean to such perfection as this 
soienA is capable of being brought by human means. Till witlua 
tfiese few yeavB past, a belief k magic and witchcraft was cherished, 
not only by the ignorant but the learned in our own country. In 
Toledo, Se? ille, and Salamanca, and in various parts of Italy, 
^>ere were public schools, where magic was taught. At one period, 
it was customary for the noblemen and gentlemen <^ Scotland to 
finish thdr education by maldbg what was called the tour of Eu- 
rope, «nd attending for a diort period one of those eastern semi- 
naries of darkness. Transformations were common in the daya 
of Ovid ;^ men were metamori^osed into birds, beasts, fishes, woods 
and water. The Arabian, Tartarian, Eastern, and Fairy Tales, 
fumiih us with abundance of instances of this kind, charms having 
been used for the purposcb Scotland, till of late, had her witches, 
her wariooka, her fahies, her brownies, and ft himdred more super- 
natural and midnight visitors, who were capable of riding through 
the air on broomsticks, or crossing the raging ocean in egg-shells, 
or sieves, as happens, which may be seen at full length in Satan's 
Invisible World Discovered. The Earl of Gowrie was said to be 
a staunch advocate for charms, amulets, and Homerioal medi- 
cines, as mentioned in the Gowrie Conspiracy. '^ When he, i e» 
Earl Gh>wrie, went to Padua, there he studied Necromancy : his 
own pedagogue mastwr RhindHestifies, that he had these characters 
aye upon him, whidi he feved so, that if he had forgot to put 
them in his breeches, he would run up and down like a madman, 
and he had them upon him when he was sbin ; and as th^ testify 
that saw it, he oould not bleed so long as they were upon him.** 
Many are the instances, eveh to Ibis day, of diarms practised 
among the vulgar, especially in the Highhmds, attended with forms 
of prayer. 
t'hk baUad has the highest daim to antiquity. The learned 
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Loud HailiiMQ^tlM title •fMioksoe oftlM ohUmm ivlww 
•rigiD U kMt in iu anciqiiiij s U would thorefore be rain £a me to 
Mcnbe the date of the ballad to any ^fciie petiod. 

THE deat;|j of lord waeuiston. 

Fage^ 

In another note, I have endeavoured to tjatm^ that the title of 
lord ufometfanes conferred on the pn^rietor of a fmaU estate. In 
the jneeent case, I have seen two diffiorent ballads, one psbMriied 
bj Mr Jamieson, voL i p. 109 of his ^ipahur Ballads ; another 
by Mr Kinlodi, p. 49 of his Andent Scottish Ballads ;—4n both 
be is called the Laird of Waziesten. The copy given here is the 
cempletest of the three, and changes the cause of the melatichd.y 
catastrophe altogether. The balhid, as most of our andent Scottish 
ballads are, is founded on fiaot, and is very (dd, as may be seen by 
consulting Birrel*s Diary, pages 49 and 61, itom which the fid- 
lowing extracts are given w— 

«« 1600, July 2.— The same 2 day, John Kmkaid of Waris- 
ton murderet be his awin wyff and servant man, and her nuiische 
being also upon the conspiracy. The said gentilwoman being ap- 
prehendit, scho was tane to the Girth crosse upon the 6 day of 
Julii, and her heid struck fra her bodie at the Cannagait fit, quha 
diet verie patiently. Her nurische was brunt at the same time, at 
4 houris in the morneing, the 5 oi JuliL 

«* The 16 of Juoii (1603) Robert Weir broken on ane cart 
wheel with ane coulter of ane pleuche, in the hand of the hangman, 
for murdering the gudeman of Warriston, quhilk he did 2 Julii 
1600." 

I also give the following excerpt from an old MS. of curious 
Trials of the Court of Justiciary, aftit differs somewhat from the 
account given of this diabolical murder in Birrel*s Diary, as stated 
above. 

^^ 1604, June 26. — William Weir deh^tet of art and part of 
the cruel murder of John Kincaid of Warrieston, in anno 1600. 
The part of this^ barbarous murder is this s— .Jean Lauingston, 
spouse to the said John Kincaid, having conceived a deadly hatred 
towards her husband for alledged maletreatment, did send Janet 
Muido, her nurse, to the said William Weir, and implored him 
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to mmderhcr hatband ; iHio aeoordiBg^y was brought to Wanie* 
ston, and about midnight they cam* into the room where he was 
lying in bed, and being waraied with the - noice, called to him, 
whereupon the said Weir running to him, and «rith a serere stroke 
with his hand, struck lum on the wein orgii^ and thereby he fell 
out of his bed on the floor, wj»ereapon Weir struck him on the 
bdly with his Coet, and thereafter gripped him by the dnoat, and 
held him till he strangled him to death. 

«^ IMoes not appear how proved, nor if the lady and nurse were 
tried, but the Jury baring found him guilty, he was sentenced to 
be broken ali?e on the row, or whed, and be exposed thereon tn 
twenty-£Dur hours; and thereafter the said row, with the body on it, 
to be pUced between Leith and Warrieston, till coders be given to 
bum the body."- 

EABL CRAWFOBD. 
Page ei. 
Lindsay, one of the Barls ni Crawford, having married a 
daughter of m of Stobhall in Aberdeenshire, unwittingly took 
as an affiont, a jesting word this lady said regarding her son. The 
sti»y of the lady's fatality, is tdd by herself, in very pathetic 
strains. The baUad concludes with the death of both. Those of 
the surname of Undsay, at one period, were very numerous in 
Scotland, having spread into numerous branches. The name was 
derived from the manor of Lindsay in Essex, and consequently of 
English origin. 

ROSE THE RED AND WHITE LILLIE. 

Page 67. 
A ballad of this name, but cMsiderably different fhmi the pre- 
sent, appeared in the Border Minstrelsy, voL ii. p. 444. The edi- 
tor of that esteemed work, thinks it may have originaUy related to 
the history of the celebrated Robin Hood. The hero of this piece 
is of Scottish extraction, and oonsequendy not the same personage. 
The place ftom whence these ladies made their escape, as narrated 
in the ballad, was Anster town, in the county of Hfb. 
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BURD ISBEL AND SIR PATBICK. 
Pa8i76. 
Itu tot aa anoommoii thing, evdfin ihe present day, to find a 
fortan wba wiU nyiia^weair himself to hal^A-dozen af joiuig wo> 
men m a year i pat»i||>arly to thoae whom th^ conoder in a alaib 
iaeapable of retaliating, as waa th^easa with Bud IsbeL None 
but dioae deatitnte of ereiy ecnse of honour voold be ^liliyof mdi 
itijustice to a young and unpvotacted female, who rather merits 
thear Imadest qrmpatby. The last Terse of this ballad wouM cause 
the madev to think tbt fosaken maid had the powec of anatheraa- 
Iwng her mis-awon knight, Ik the sdling of his predoua aooL 

CHAIIUE M^PHEESON. 
Page 85. 

Under the feudal law, a Highland chieftam was invested with 
more power and authodty than many democratic king, and made 
use of it according to the stren^ of his clan, and his own arbitruy 
or ^rrannical dispositioii. To rob and d£sp<»l parents of their only 
daoghter, on whom they looked £k comfort in their declining 
yaais, and cany her off, they knew not whither, was not one of the 
worst actions of which same of them were guilty; but, like the Ro*- 
misb Inquisition, no one durst say it was wrong which they hnd 
done, unless their strength and power were suah as to bo able to 
overcome them in battle. 

Charles M'Pbenon was one of that Hi^land dan, commonly 
called the Clan-Cattan, famed for antiquity and valour. They 
draw their original ftom the Chatti, or Catti, the ancient inhabi- 
tants of Hessia and Thuxingia in Germany, whence they were ex- 
pelled by the Hermondures, with the assistance of the Romans, in 
the re^ of the Emperor Tibedufc Cattorum Castellum, one of 
tlie Lan^lgrvre of I^esae^s palaoei, and Catttmim Mdibssci, or 
CatzeneUebogen, which is one of the £Eimily'e titles, do still pre* 
serve the memory of the and^ Catti ; who being foice^ to leave 
their country, came lower doirn upon the Rhine into Ba^via, now 
HoUand, where Catwid^ still beita their name ; thence a adony 
of them came into Scotland, and landing in the north of that king- 
dom, were kindly received ^y the long of Scots, who gave them 
that part of the country where they landed, which fiom them was 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



o SMI 

I 

called Caidiness, «• e. the Catlie*8 aonier : bang settM here, they 
did many eminent services asainst the Ficti, and other enemies of 
. the Scots, till the time of King Alphinns, when the chief of the 
/ Catti, called Gilly Cattan Moir, I. e, the Great, fer his extraordi- 
''bary conduct and valour, being married to » sister of Brudus, king 
of the Ficts, he was in a strait how to behave himself betwixt both 
kings, who, in a little thne after, feU-out, and as the expedient, 
resdves upon a neutrali^. In the reign of Kennethus II. who abo 
had tiar with the Picts, this Gilly Cattan Moir, amongst others <^ 
the Scotdi nobility, was summoned to attend the king's standard, 
he excused himself, by reason of his age ; but to evidence lus loy- 
alty, though allied to the Ficts, he sent one of his sons, with half 
of his dan, to join the Scots, which did not a little contribute to 
that fatal blow; which issued in the utter ruin of the Ficts. Most 
of the Clan Chattan, with thdr valiant leader, falling in the bat- 
tle, the old man died of grief, and the remaining part were, by 
the advice of their enemies, prosecuted as favourers of the Ficts, 
expelled Caithness, aftd, with much ado, obtained leave to settle in 
liochaber, where they remain to this day. 

There are many other Highland fuoailies, whose name begins 
with M^ or M^Mac, which signifies the son of sueh a man, who 
being eminent £or some great thing, his posterity ehose his name, 
or surname, as ^ M^IiOans, M^Intoshes, &c 

CHAULES GRiEME. 
Page 89. 
There seems to be a very great inconsistency manifested through- 
out the whole of this ballad in the lady's behaviour towards the 
ghost of her departed lover. Perhaps she wished to sit and sigh 
alone, undisturbed with virits from the inhabitants of the grave* 
On her first outset, she was to sit and harp on his grave a twelve- 
month andaday; but after the first mght, we hear no more of hex 
haipin^ 

THE COUBTEOUS KNIGHT. 
Pi«e91. 

A ballad similar in incident, but greatly deficient in narrative. 
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«nier the tide of *^ Proud Lady Margaret,** i« printed in the 2d 
▼ol. p. 250. of the Bonier Minstrelt^^ 

SWEET WILLIE AND FAIR MAISRY. 

Page 97. 
Mr Finlay, m the note to " Sweet Willie," a mutilated copy, 
in bit CoUectien, voL iL p. 61, says, — ^*' This ballad has had the 
nHsfortone, in common with many others, of being much mutilated 
by reciters. I have endeavoured, by the assistance of some frag- 
ments, to make it as complete as posable." Mr*Finlay has, how- 
ever, for an his painful industry, come far short of completing or 
perfecting the baUad, as may be seen by comparing it with this 
copy, which, I think, is the only genuine one yet pubMshed. In 
the 139th page of the ^' Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem,*' edited 
by my worthy friend, William Motherwell, Esq. I find another 
version of this ballad, considerably different from this one, under 
the title of ^^ Fair Janet ;** taken, as he says, from a ^^ BaUad 
Book,** edited by Mr Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe, and enlarged 
by three stanzas from the ballads of ^* Willie and Annet** and 
*♦ Sweet Willie." The copy I have here given is, like all the 
others in this Collection, indebted to no printed copy whatever. 

YOUNG PRINCE JAMES. 

Page 103. 
An imperfect baUad, under the name of ^* Lady Maisry," is 
given in Mr Jamieson's Collection, voL 1. p. 73, without note or 
comment, and has subsequently appeared in Gilchrisfs Collection, 
and the Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem, in the same state. The 
catastrophe is somewhat similar to that of Young Prince James. 
Instead of Lord William, as in Mr Jamieson*s copy, we are in- 
formed, the hero of the piece was young Prince James ; and may 
have been James Stewart, afterwards king of Scotland, who was 
at that time a prisoner in England, but had come to Sootlaiid in 
the disguise of an English Baron. 

BROWN ROBYN'S CONFESSION. 
Page UO. 
This baUad has probably been written by one of the BeDtdie- 
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tine Monks, wha settled in England in the year 596, in the dark 
ages of Koman CatfaoKc superstition, to enforce upon his silly, 
minded hearers the real, or pretended advantages arising from au- 
ricular confession. Surely none of my readers are so grossly ign»> 
rant as to be made to believe, that the mei% confession of a crima, 
particularly that of incest, and of such hideous magnitude as the 
one here narrated, would entitle any one to a pardon of the i 



THE THREE BROTHERS 
Page 111. 
In my weary, though pleasant researches among the inhabitants 
of the straw-thatdied cottages that abound in Abeideenshire, I have 
found two difierent copies of this ballad, both of which differ from 
the tw© given by Sir Walter Scott, under tlie titles of " Archie of 
Ca*field, and Jock o* the Side.*' One of the two recovered by 
me, I seaft to the editor of the Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem, 
whrae it was printed, under the tide of ^^ Billie Ardiie," in the 
33&th page of diat very valuable work. Tber^ is a quaintness, a 
cunning, a bravery, and a degree of honour displayed in this bal- 
lad, which the reader will admire. The cowardice of little Didc, 
and the spirited manliness of Johnny Ha, at the swimming of 
Annan water, are finely contrasted. We may suppose this ballad 
to have been written about the ^r 1597> as at that time Johnny 
Ha, aliat John Hall of Newbigging, is mentioned hi the list of 
clans who infested the Border. 

THE MAID AND FAIRY. 
Page 117. 
This is one of the many beautiful legendary chacnts that are to 
be found in the nursery, which are said and sung to amuse fretful 
children. The Genii, or S^^t, that presides over the '* Welb 
sae Weary," is often introduced by the ancients in their tales and 
songs of wonder and delight. It was with wells, as it was witli 
churdies, in the darkened ages of superstition ; every well had its 
name and tutelar deity, to which it was dedicated, and offerings 
made, as it was supposed such gave the waters those balsamic and 
healing qualities for which many of them were so much renowned. 
These wdls were held in the greatest veaeration by those wko 
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fteqiicQted tiiem, nd oftfcn the pUee whert loren met to pledge 
thai fiutfa and trodi. This durming Jittle piece is undoabtecRj 
Y«f My M a stanza of one of a sixnikr aspect appears in the 
CfloiplaTnt of Soodand, p. 234. The subject is as fdlows : — 
An old woman and Iter daughter H?ed in a remote part of the 
ooontrj, &T from the haunts of busy men ; when, it so happened, 
OM wiBteiy ni^ that the maid was sent to the ^' Wdl sae 
Weaiy** for two jars of water. With much rehictance she went, 
having, as she said, gone frequently before, and found nothhig hut 
mud in a puddle. The old woman, howerer, was not to be put 
off with such siDj excuses, but, in a haishet tone of Toioe, and 
moee perempfeoiilj, commanded her daughter to go at that instant 
The order was imperatiYe, so she comj^ed with rehictance. When 
at the well, mumbling some anathematizing language agaktot her 
mother, the Spirit of the WeU appeared, who proffisred his assisl- 
anoe in finding pure water for her, pio?ided she wndd admit 
hhn into her dwelling when night was faier advanced. £3te did 
to, came home wHh her water, and met with a gruff reception fiom 
her mother. Shortly after appeared the Genii at the door, nng- 
SBg the first four lines of the song, and was admitted. In the 
second fbur lines, he cmves, as his due, the castid^ or stem, hav- 
ing had cokwoits fbr Iheir supper, a dish common to the peasant 
try of Scotland. In the third {(Mtt lines, he asks his brose, (oat- 
meal, and the decoction of the coleworts stirred together ;) in the 
fourth four lines, he requests the kale ; and in the fif^ four lines, 
he petitions the maid to lay him down in a bed, putting her in 
mind, at the same time, of the fiKvoux he had done her at the Well 
sae Weary. The old woman, who, ere now, had been a silent 
^>ectator to all that was pasring, got enraged, and commanded her 
lighter to throw him out of the house, whidi was kstantly done. 
The sixth and last fbur lines conclude the piece with his prayen or 
malison for her woe, and an opportunity of having her again m 
his power at the WeOs sae Weary. 

YOUNG HUNTING. 
, Page 118. 
Fragments of this enchanting ballad have been printed in vap 
lioiif^eoUections, under a vtiiely of titles. In Wotherspoon*s Col- 
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lectioD, Tol. i. p. 148, are to t>e ftnind seveh mutilated verses ; and 
in Lawrie and Symington^s Collection, toL L p. 184, are five 
venes, all oi which make the hero of the piece Earl Richard. Sir 
Walter Scott has also given two ballads in the 2d vohime of tfie 
Minstrdsy of the Scotdsh Border, under the titles of *^ Lord 
William,'* and *« Barl Richard,** whidi are much like Toong 
Hunting in detail. Sir Walter supposes the one to have been. 
derived from the other. In his note to Earl Richard, he says, 
** There are two ballads in Mr Herd*s MSS. upon the following 
steryy in one of whkh the unfortunate knight is termed " Young 
Huntin.** In Mr Ktnloch*8 Scottish Ballads, is one under the 
name of " Young Redin ;** but he is of opinion Aat it diflhrs es- 
sentially, both in incident and detui, fhmi either Lord William^ 
or Earl Richard. I am, however, inclined to think, its author 
has been indebted to Young Hunting for his plot Young Hunt- 
ing, though last on the stage of public criticism, is not the least in 
poetic4 merit ; — it is superior to all those which have preceded it^ 
and BOW for the first time printed in a complete Ibd perfect state,^ 
with beauties tllat are not to be fbnsd in any of the other frag* 
ments. 

BLANCHEFLOUR AND JELLYFLORICE. 
Page^25. 

There is a very old romance of this name, from whidi I sus- 
pect some less inspired poetaster than its real autfior, has taken 
th*> present ballftd, modelled it in his old mould, and modermzed 
it to suit the climate of his own dmes. A young woman who 
had wearied in the employment of her fbrmcr mistress, goes t» 
better her fortune, in pursuit of new adventures ; when she ar- 
rived at die palace of a queen, where she was admitted, but warn* 
ed to beware of the queen*s son. She, however, soon forgot her mis- 
tress's advice, and grew fond of Ae young npnce, and admitted 
Mm to make love, and pay his addresses to her, whidi gave great 
•ffbioe to Ae queen, who ordered her to undergo a severe punidi- 
ment t but ftom Aiis she was soon released, 'and married by the 
prince* 
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LADY ISABEI^ " 

Page 189. -/ 

Boom ftetNiiothen ptOTe die bane of bitterness to thdr husbandV 
former ofl^ning, when tfaef have it ik their power. Erety trifling 
thing is an ezcoae fov their eruelty. The gowns which were sent * 
to Ladj liabd ham her lover beyond seas, were made a plea for 
hir stqwnother to wreak her Tengeance upon, in short, every 
thing militatfs against the young and the fanr ; and she gtfve her 
poison to drink, under the matk of fHenddiip,' although not ub- 
knowm to the young lady. Fr^m the drcumstanoe of Lady Isa- 
bd*s mother s^ipearnig to her in the quire <^Maiy*s Kirk, we may 
' suppose the andents had an idea that the souls of the d^iarted 
knew, and were oonversant with the affidrs of the world which they 
had left Indeed, almost all their writings sanction this iHief. 

GIGHT'S LADY. 
Page 133. 
Like many d^our best ballads, **• Gight*s Lady,** or, as in 
another edition of it, — ^^ Geordie,'* it has suffered greatly in the 
hands of ballad collectors. In fact, all the other editions oi this 
ballad I have met with, have been deprived of theit original 
beauty and catastrophe, by the too officious, and sacrilegious haads 
of our wise-^pided modem regters and interpokters. It came 
first through the hands of Bums, who sent it to ^'Johnston's 
Museum,** where it first appeared in an inooo^lete state. Quali- 
fied as Bums was to make new ones^ he has, in mapy instan«y, 
been very unsuccessful in mending old ; and I mudi fear this 
one has not been much imporoved : for, a» the link-bqy said to 
Pope the poet, who was s crooked mis-shapen ^creature, when he 
prayed to God to mend him, that it would be much easier fbr 
Grod to make two new ohes, than to mend him. This ballad, 
which is . now for ihe first time published complete, is qiute at 
variance with all its printed predecessors. Mr Cunningham says, 
— *'' Tha genuine old song relates to some forgotten fiied betwesn 
the powerf^ Gordons and Hays.*'. This is quite incorrect ; as Mr 
C. could never have seen the genuine old song of which he speaks, 
or he would at once have perceived it had no reference or connection 
whatever with the feud that once existed between the Earls of 
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HubUj »iid £Trol, u mentiofied at ML Itngtli bj Ooidon, in hit 
History of the Gordons. The g^aine old ballad was composed 
upon quite another incident, and recounts im affidr wUdi actually 
teok place in the seign, or rather loinority of King James VI. Sir 
GecH^ Gordon of Gight, had become too familiar with the laird 
of Bignet*s lady, for which the f<»mer was imprisoned, and likdy to 
lose his life; but f<» tfie timely interference of Lady Anne, faii 
lawful qpouse, who came to Edinburgh to plead his cause, which 
sh« did with soeoess, — gained his life, and was rewarded with the 
lost of her owtf , by the hand of her ttngrateftil husband. William. 
GK>rdon, who writes the history of his own name, in order to pal- 
liate as muc^ as posdble erery act of the G<ndoDs, says^ that ^ 
George Gordon of Gight went over to France, either for recrea- 
tion; or ^ eschew the exorbitant authority of the regent, who was 
a violent enemy, not only to him, but to all the name of Gordon.*' 
This sdems'to be a very plausible way of warding eft the disgrace 
of a mivto, but it will not do. — ^He fled to save his life for the 
mozder cihia lady. Any one will see what puerfl and indefinite 
reasons Gordon gives for his client's going^broad. In &ct, he is 
sot certain of the cause himself; for it will be observed, he says,-^-. 
*^ eUfier for recreatxm, w to etdtew the exorbitant authority of the 
regent," &c. Mr Bitsoa gives a version of tiiis ballad, different 
flom aU the others, composed in 1#0. 

THE DROWNED LOVEES. 
Page 140. 
A firagmcttt of tins ballad, under the name of '^ WiUie and 
May Maigaiet," i^ypeared in Mr Jamieson's CoUeclion, voL L p. 
135, where he says, ^ it was taken from the redtatitm of Mrs 
Blown of Fidkland." ,1 have now, £nr the first tin*, given it in 
a emapku state, whidi exhilnts those tragical ends, whidi aie so 
eonsiileat with the wrath and mafice o£ an enrayd mother. The 
nnfoftunate visit was fttal to both lovers ; finr, like Lord Gregory's 
mother, the maid's mothn betrayed both, vhich ended in theur 
being consigned to a watery grave.— The piece, on ih^whde, is 
* bcmitifyiy pathelie. 

VOL. I. X 
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EA5KL BiChABD'S DAUOHTEE. 
P«g»145. 

TbitMUd I haf«Bcv«riMttbe£oreiB «]»y thapeovdMMi Ir 
tmnnim thi 4M^4«r of « wftkhy £ad CaUia^ in love with her 
kltdncn boj, whom iho sont W toa in » ship of her own oontriviagr 
Fnm hit hiing doieljr booog^d hy a Spaaith kdy of rank and 
fintune, to iflsder his love to her, wa «aay reatonaUy 6i;qppo«e ha 
pBWWted that aa gh t ntia g air an^aoeB vhieb ara bq oAaa tha ia- 
laadt to a fta»ale havt. He, haw«?er, Iccpt his io^pity and vaiia 
hifiolato> till ha arrived in his awn eoualry, where ha was haHf^ 
by Eail Bichaid as a prreonags of rank, and intiodoiced as such to 
hif dau^tor ; when, under a maak, he delivered unto her the riog 
tiiat ha had Moeived at their partiagp Aiba having witaessad the 
tandai eo^otiaas vhich filled her heart, «a4 a Ceir ^ of thi^ asama 
which love eageaders, he pulled off the jmsk, and made himself 
kaown. He was afterwards married to the lady» aaA^jiaa manths 
afta brought him a soa and hetiv-The Barl Eichardy4h« la^** 
father, is saii td^va beea one of the Eads of WemysSf 

There is such a stri^ag and vinhle coincidence between thit 
ballad and Hynd fiamt 4uit I am apt to 4wh ^9y are waval 

WILLIE AND LADY MAISAY. 
Va^ 156. 

This beautifully pathetic ballad will pave the way for the recep- 
tion of Qerk Saa^, to which it bears a great resemblance. It is 
indeed one of that class of ballads which glistens the eyes (^ a ner- 
vous reader oa its perusaL Although Willie bad been naade to 
perform one of those deeds whiioh womJ^ stagger the belief even of 
the most ancient and cnthuioastic adraiver^ of chivalry ; he is kcp^ 
free from tha^ifgasring ribaldry of aaas^se which 19 of^ m9^ 
to ac^n^pany valorous actions in sfttm oi oar ^d billndij His 
fato every one will dq^re ; C^r, idtboi|gh he had kiU«d hia laverV 
brother, aad thirty-two of her £iithat'« gPlffdf^ 'Ui ^m aaly m l«l£*. 
defence. ^ 

An baperfect cof^y of a ballad, on a similar s«l|iaQ^ la to b^ 
found in the Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem, p. 970, itikm dowm ' 
as the editoc says, *^ ton the redtation of a lady fax advwiaed in 
years.'* 
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CLBRK SANBt. 
Page 160. 
This iMllad it oae of the many that ha? e undergone a^transmu* 
tatioD, from its beiag handed down by ocal tradition* As language 
' and mannefs efaaoge« so does the voice of song ; every reciter con* 
ndering himietf warranted to substitute that which he knows to be 
BO part of the wevk« to^ui^ly deficiencies. In many cases» thi^ 
temantic age of chivaipy is goncb The young knight does not 
BOW go in seardi of perilous adventures at tilts and tonnaamentSj 
to BMkie himself aeeeptable to his fair enslaiver* Honour, at one 
time, was the wateb-word, but now seduction. Oh ! how are the 
mi^tfy fallen I — Sir Walter Scott and Mr Jamieson have each pre« 
setved a copy in their several Collections, but both difl^ from this 
one. Wfi Waller's copy concludes with the five last verses of 
*« William's Ghost," published by Wotherspoon, voL L |^ 76. 
Mt JamtCMB*s copy is stUl more antiquated, bat also composed of 
shredsitfid patches. In Mr J.'scopy, the hero is called an Earrs 
MB ; the heroine, a kill's daughter. # 

WILLIJ& AND FAIR BtED ANN. 
Page 167. 
This ballad recount the love that existed between a fiiithful 
fm j— >what the lady gave her loipr ^ begin his fortune ;-«*how he 
setttmed !• the house of her parents after he had traded, and likely 
gamed another hundred pounds, and stole away his betrothed bride 
1b a misty night ; of their disi4pp(nntments at shipping, and fiuth- 
fulness to each other during their separation. 

THE ENCHANTED RING. 
Pagps 169. « 

I This ballad, Uke BWBy of Its predeoessots» i^ finrnded on^ie vi- 
•ietary bdief of a supernatural agen^ ia apiece of gold and pebble, 
fiuflh an opiiioB had Iqi^ presided over the oa&ds of the ancients, 
net on^ of die ignoraBt, but of the learned. Jteginald Scot, ib his 
HmcoHgf of Witchfraftt givea a catalogue of ^^ the vertues and 
fualitiei of snadrio pnetioiM stones,'' 4U. of which the following is 
ap«rt^<^ 
'* The eBoellsBt vcrtoes and qualities of stones liMind, conesivtd. 
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•ad tiied bj tfak uC, » woaderfalL Howbeit mmof tfaii^ most 
tdm and fiOmloiit tat added Tnto their true effeela, wherewith I 
Iboiight good in part to trie the readen patience and cunningwithaL 
Aggat (diejr taie) hath yertoe against the bittmg of scorpions or 
serpents. It is written that it maketh a man eloquent, and pio- 
cnreth the fiuioor ot princes ; jea, that the ftime diereof dooth 
tUme awaie tempests. Alectorins is a stone about the bignesse of 
a beane, as deere as the diristall, taken out of a cocks bellie whi^ 
hath beene gelt or made a capon fbure yeares. If it be held in ones 
mouth, it asswageth thirst, it maketh the husband to loue the wife, 
and the beargr inuincible : for heerebj MVo was said to ouereome 
his enemies. A crawpocke deEiiereth from prison. Chelaftooius 
is a stone taken out of a swaflowe, whidi cureth mdan^iolie : how- 
Mt, some authors saie, it is the hearbe whereby the swaUpwes re- 
eouerthe sight of their yoong, even if their eies be picked out with 
■a instrument. Oeranities is taken out of a crane, a^d draooniies 
out (^ a dragon. But it u to be noted, that sudi stones must be 
taken out €i thffbeUies of the serpents, beasts, or Inrds, (whereiB 
they are) whiles they liin ; otherwise, they vanish awaie with the 
life, and so they reteine the vertnes of those starres Tnder which 
they are. Amethysus maketh a droonken man sober, and re* 
fit shed the wit. The coral preserueth such as beare it from ftd- 
natkm or bevitddng, and in tl^s respect Aey are hanged about 
childrens necks.** He goes on to enumerate, I ki^^ not how 
many more, whidi would but weary the patience of a sceptical 
reader, and came him think his time but mis-spent in the perpsal 
of sudi jargon. 

BBOOM O' THE COWDENKNOVTES. 
Page 172. 
This Veaudftil old pastoral has been repeatedly pubUdied m mu- 
tibted parts ;- erer}^ editor giving his copy of it as the original. The 
very ashes of the dead, and all those who have gone before, have 
been harrowed up, a^ the spirits of departed antiquarians conjured 
from their rest by the poetical magician, to supply imaginary 
breadies. I have also contributed my mite to gratify the lovers of 
andent song, by an edition, whidi, though last in publication, I hope 
Is not least in poetical merit, among those that have already {kased 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SOS ^ 

so fBudi. like the hero of many of the other bftlbds, this one hu 
beeiif locafized hy different reciters, to suit their caprice or Tanity, 
in ascribing to him the sovereignty of the places where they reside, 
• as every person wishes to immortalize the place of his nativity or 
residence. 

PaaOUD MAITLAND. 
Page 179. 

Whether this great personage be meant for Sir Richard Maitland 
of Lethington, a descendant of Auld Maitland*8, of which so mnch 
has been said and sung ; or Chancellor Midtland, who made so 
modi ooise in the tkne of King James V I. I am not qnite cer- 
tain. ** Vim have already seen one instance,** says Sir Walter 
Soott, in 'his note to ^ Auld MaitlaiilEl ;** ^^ and in an elegadV 
copy of verses in the Maitland MSS., in praise of Sir Ricl&rd*s 
seat of Letbi&gton, which he had built, or greatly improved, this 
obvious topic of flattery does not escape the poet From the terms 
of his panegyric we learn, that the exploits of ^Id Sir Richard 
with the grey beard, and of bis three sons^ere * sung in many far 
eountrie, albeit in rural rhyme ;' from which we may infer, that 
Aey were narrated rather in the shape of a popular ballad, than a 
romance of price. If this be the"^ case, the song now published 
may have undergone little variaticfe since the date of the Mait- 
land MSSi ; for, divesting the poem, in praise of Lethington, of 
its antique spelling, it would run as smoothly, and appear as mo- 
denif as any verse in the following ballad. The lines alluded to, 
are addressed to the castle of Lethington." 

This is the flrst and only time I have ever seen t^jffballad, 
either MS. or printed. W^ 

LORD DARLINGTON. 

Page 183. 

In Joseph Ritson*s Northumbrian Ballads, there is one called 
«^ Fair Mabd of Walfington,** which has «o*e similarity to the 
present. 

The young ladies, according to Calvin's doctrine, had been pre- 
destinated ere th^ were bom to die in child-bed, and that no- 
thing odfeld have saved them, as the decree had once gone forth. 
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The tmlKtimite kdjr, Uie hft of the naten, was tff the houtt of 
SMtOB, Aheideendiive. 

BLUE FLOWERS AND YELLOW. 
Page 186. 
It may be said of W^te, as was said of Sir James die Rose, 
tbat,_ 

^* Lang had he woo*d, lapg she r^aBed^ 

In seeming soom and pride; 
Yet aft ber eyes oonfessM the love. 

Her fearful words deny*d ;** 

till bis father, a wyUe old dnirl, pr o pose d a norel stratagem to 
prof e her love, and to get her cutan^ed in a snare prepared far 
ier. It was no less saooAsful tiian carious ; it had th* desired 
cfibd, and Willie gain A bis heart's dssire. 

JEAN O' BETHELNIE'S LOVE FOR SIR 
• GEORGE GORBfoN. 
« Page 188. 
When the intestine troaUes and broils of the North disturbed 
the public peace so much, in 1662, the Queen's presence waa 
thouj^t necessary to put a stop to some of them ; and for tiiat 
purpose she appeared in die North among her friends and foes. 
Jean, daughter of Baron Mddrum, and Laird <Q(VBedielnie, 
in Aberdeenshire, was one of Queen Mary's fovourites, with 
whom ^ occasionally dined at the house of Fettcmcar, where the 
Queen resided for a few days ; and having chanced to espy Sir 
George Gordon of Glenlo^ as he rode through the riUage of 
Banchory, fcdl desperately in love with him ; and, that he mi|^ 
know her caA, she dispatched a letter to him for the purpose ; but 
he, for a while, made light of the same, which came to the lady's 
ears, end threw her into a violent fefer. Her father's chaplain, 
no^oabt bred at the court of Cupid, undertoik the oorreqtond- 
ence, and was mor«» successful. She was shortly afterward mar- 
ried to Sir George, the object of her wishes, in her fifteenth year. 
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TPIIE HOLY NUNHEEY. "^ 

Page Ita 

A Bttimery ii » sort of rdigioufl bouse, or reeeptade for vir^tm 
-who have boimd ^etosehpes by a vow to five a single a&d diaste 
bidr^^aiA\»£if b^ing aceoimted honourable. There are flew, I 
presume^ but have read the unfertmiate fate of Abdard and Efoise : 
htm they were disappointed in thehr early loves, and spent their 
latter days hi a uftonasCery. Shich was the case with the imforto- 
nate pair in this ballad ; for, at one tane, nunneries were common 
in Scotland, endowed •with extraordinary privileges. Many fabu- 
lous but amusing stoties, and lively anecdotes, have been told of 
the nuns who have teiitn the veil, &c In the Island of lona, or 
loolmkill^ ^ dilapidated ruins of an Augustinian nunnery are 
«tfll to be seeiK The chiuch is 58 ^t by 20 on the floor, ifid 
•contains the t§eBb of the last piieress, though now considerably 
4efM)ed. The figure is carved, pricing to ^e Virgin Mary, with 
the addresff lavder her feet : Skmeta Maria^ ofa pro me, and wi^ 
^is inscription round the ledge, in <dd Briti^ characters : Hie 
jaoet Domina Anna Donald FerkH JUkiy quondam prtoretsa de • 
Jona, qwB obiH^ ammo MDXi. cttjut animam (dUunmo) comment 
4Unnu$, At the int estal^hment of the monastery^ the nttns 
i«sided on a small isle near /, fliU called the Isle of Nuns. Co- 
terab*, at lengthy refented so for, as to allow them this establish- 
ment OB Jbe island, where ^ey wore a white gown, and over it a 
Mcket of while Jitien« 

THE NEW SLAIN KNIGHT. 

Page 187. 
It was, at one tune, quite a common thing for two tovers to 
make tri^i of each other's aflfeetions unknown to one another; 
which, i£ they foimd to vflinate acoor^g to the notes of their own 
heart and fesKngB, <hey weie rewarded accordingly. Under the 
mask of a 8tran||«r, did the hero of this ballad try his lady*^love, 
and found it sincere. 

THE WHITE FISHER. 
Page 200. 
Those who have itad the Utes of tlie Popes ; the history of the 
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win bt none ■OfriMd dnk the ^losdy cMfeMor dionU, 

haifani*s abMOce, nb htr «f htr rhMtifj ; and bctraj, like an 
Mfinfipkil viQaiD, Um tniii icpoeed in bim. . The wicked liTtt 
aad ui i|; *trfu l condoct «f meet of tl|e ftiait, nxnkt, and pocata, 
aead do cnqimfnr. It would aippear from the indnlgmce given 
«a ^ Isdj bj her hodiand, that he was conaqgni of the pneit*f 
tnachci7,andofherown innocancr, in m AxmshewMg betnyed. 

LORD DINaWALU 
Pi«e204. 

This ballad hat all the inognia of antiqmtj stan^ed upon it; 
Md reeoidi one of thote ipnantic fitthions said to exist in the 
pigkiMMi* of iScntland %aM hundred yean agiv I am not in- 
dined to think that the heio of the piece was any of the Loids 
Dingwall, althou^ its name would imp^ as modi ; but rather a 
Highland diieftain, or Laird of Dingwall, a royal borough in 
Boss-shire ; if such be the real name of the ballad ; of which I. 
am dulrious, for Sir Richard PreatoB was oeftted Lord Dingwall 
by King James, in 1607, by patent, to the hdrs of his bddy. 
His only dau^ter and heir, La^f E lis ab et h, married James, the 
great Duke of Onnond. Hii giandson, James, second and Isst 
Duke, claimed, in 1710, the Scotdi honour of Dingwallidfor which 
he was allowed to vote ftt the election of the sixteen peers the SHne 
year. This title was forfeited by his attainder, in 1715. Fram 
this we may see, diat none of the Lords of IMngwall resided in 
the Highlands, but most pot in England, which confirms my 
opinion. 

In an imperfect copy of a ballad somewhat similar in incident 
to this one, the hem of the piece is called *« Lord Botbwell ;*' but 
which of the two is the true title, I am not deteimined to say. 

• JAMES HERRIES. * 

Page 214. 
Sir Walter Scott has given a ballad under the designation of 
the ^* Demon Lover,*' voL iL p. 427^ of the Border Minstrelsy, 
which he says was taken down £rom recitation by Mr William 
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LaidUnr.'*|Iii:ti^ biklltd,** few of tlufiiiddeiitoltf* nmited ; tm ^ 
it want! all ^ particalara which lencl^ it dthei^ perfect, or comi- 
plete. In the Miflitreliyl^Ancient md Modem, is a firagnfeBfc 
given, all that cocdd be procured by the indcfetigable edftor of that 
work. I am»th«efore happy to say, I have it now in my power 
to convkice my esteemed friend, there is slSXHtL perfhct copy of this 
curioBs and scarcb legend in existence, which is now, for the first 
time, given^to t^e piiUic. In [thi8'tba]]ad,t.jit is not a demon or 
fiend, that betrays Jeannie Douglas, but the spirit of her own 
first true love, James Henries, who had died abroad, but now come 
to punish her for perjury,^ infidelity, | and to recover from her the 
pledges of her brokeufvows. 

Jamefi^eiTies was'a^brant^ of tbciSAng^o-NoTman family of 
Heriz, who came into Scotland du4ng the age of David. His 
more than pipbable, that the same 'VAliam de Heriz, who ap* 
peais to have attadied himsdf to David I., and his son Henry, 
may have settled in Seotknd. ^The 'representative of all those 
Heriaes, Sir Herbet, obtained the title of Lord Henries of Terre- 
gles in 1493. From this stock are spnmg the several femilies of' 
Herns in Scotland.— Ca/0i2ofiia. 

BABBABM. BLAIR. 
Page 218. 
BarblM Blair is the young woman's name who had fallen in 
love with a sea captain, to whom she was with chUd, and was 
ardently attached, much against her mother's inclination, who wished 
him drowned in the sea. The captain, however, proved a man of 
honour, and repaired the breach which he had made in the young 
woman's character, by his speedily marryiDg her, whidi made the 
old ^oman change her song. 

THOMAS O' YONDERDALE. 

Page 221. < ^ ^ 

This beautiful ballad I do not recollect of having seen any 
where else. Thomas makes love to Lady Maisry,^and gains what 
had been often attempted m vain by many rich and noble suitors, 
die heart of the young lady. He had, however, no sooner de- 
pfived her of ber ioDooenoey than he left her and her helpless* ofi"- 
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gyrinf, m • h^piliw and ikkrocopditioii* ■• v«iilo Enf^aod^ 
coBtnucd ID thai eoantjy iat mom tina, asd wvoeA amUmt bnde 
iw to biing bane, but w$» dad kat liii ^o^gfutmKj by liadjr 
M»i«7» wbo stood bf bii bod'4ide one aigbt in • draun. This 
packed him to th« bcart« nd cauted bim return with all the haste 
hemay, tothehyklwhidlihe had left, and many the fint ofafect 
of hiiioTe, and leave his English betsoAed bode to go maiden 
home. « 

THE KNIGHTS GHOST. 
Page 227. 
Dunfenoline has the honcnir of being adebTakd in many of 
our old Soottiih aongs $ and was once the scene ot u^sh mirth 
•id memoMnt s at other tiyes, iHutle and strife. It was hese 
where many of the Sootl^ kii^ spent mudi of their time, and 
administered justice to their si^jectfc It was here whese the re* 
mains of the valisbt and renowned Aobert Bmce men deposited ; 
and it was here where the good lady lost her hosbatd, aurroanded 
by his faithM band of marinera, fighting for bis life to thor knoos 
' in blood. If we take it, from tl|e authority of this baUad, that 
the souls of the departed are privy to all that is pasnng in this 
lower world, we are not only iiifiipiiiil o# the past, but also made 
to believe they have a presdcnoe, or foreknowledge of what will 
follow. This ghost was a generAis and liberal gm in many re- 
spects. 

THE TROOPER AND FAIR MAID. 
Pi^ 230. 
This is not the first ^^ bonny lass that has lien in a barrack, fid- 
lowed a sodger, and carried his wallet.** In this ballad will be 
found the identical lines which gave so much room for critical 
acumen among the poetical antiquaries of the last eentury, regard- 
ing *' Waly, Waly up the baidt,** in which aon^mistaken editors 
have maintained that they should have been ins^KU ** bdo ag i ng 
to that song. The Trooper and Fair A(|ud was written prior ta 
Waly, Waly up the bank. 
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LOBD IlfGRAM AND CSKILDE VYET. 
Page 234. 
A ballad somewhat emiilsr to this one appeared in Mr Jamie- 
Ma's Fopulaf Ballads, voL iL p. 265, as taken from Hod's MSS. | 
Imt it is deficient in many respects, when compared with the pte- 
eent complete copy; pardculaily in tliat which gives it the 
Ipathos and snbldmity. I have also seen ano<lier copy, but stiU it 
had its defitcts. « The ballad records the fate of two brothers wbp 
had made love to one lady ; their tragic end, with the lady's peni- 



CA&TIuE HA'S DAUGHTER. 
Page 241. 
Another baUad of a similar de6a^>tion, called Bold BnroAt's 
Daughter, I took down about the saflie time as the present one, 
from a different person ; but as it is so mudi alike in manner and 
incident, I hare, finr the present, withheld it. ' There are various 
ballads to be met with of the same nature, whidi rather than 
please, shock humanity. Every thing of a preposterous and al^ 
aurd imagination served as fqod for the Done muse, and insured 
it with antediluvian vigour. 

WILLIE'S DROWNED IN GAMERY. 

Page 245. 
The unfortunate hero of this ballad, was a factor to the kird of 
Kinmundy. As the young woman to whom he was to be united 
in connubial wedlock resided in Gamery, a small fishing town on 
the east coast of the Murray Frith, the marriage was to be solem- 
nized in die diurch of that parish, to which he was on his way, 
when overtaken by some of the heavy breakers which overflow a 
part of the road he had to pass, and dash, with impetuous fury, 
against the lofty and adamantine [rocks with which it is skirted. 
The young-dq^et; in her fifteenlii year, also met with # watery 
grave, being the wages of her mother's malison. This ballad will 
remind ^ reader of Hie Drowned Lovers, who diared the same 
lirte in the riv«r Clyde. 
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LANG JOHNNY KOK 
Page 24a. 
Thk ballad I nerer taw any where elie, kt one shape nor ano- 
ther ; but am infbnntd it It verj dd, having been written about 
dM tioM of King Robert Bruce, at the charastenthat are intro- 
dneed into ic^ OMitted at the liege of Carlide. It is ondoubtedlj 
•f a polttkal natnrflk The gigantic staturei of Johnnj and hit re- 
latieoi ate tuch^t WHNild ttagger the beBef even of those enthusi- 
atti nbo are well a<quafatfd with the tradidont and fiurj fictions 
of Bcnachie, tbt pUce to which Johnny bekmged, in Aberdeen- 
ihire. Sudi fabulout reladont of men and things, often embel- 
liBh the baUads of the ancisota, partly fron^ oenriction, and partly 
from ^oranoe. The place wheie Jiahnny rended wat at Harts- 
hiMi and hit unde at a pkoa called the Beech. Jdu o* Noth 
wat proprietor of Noth, a great hUl, ham its high conical tummit, 
' commonly called the top af Noth ; on which, OTerlooking an im- 
mente tract of coontiy, are the lemaint of an ancient fortress, ibr- 
marly thought to have be«i the mouth of a volcano, b^ now known 
tpbeoneof those Ibrtocon^^uctcd of stones vitrified by the force of 
fire, of which kind many have been hfelydiseoveeed in Soodand. In 
the parish of Auchindoir, to which Johnny bektnged, a little ba- 
low Craigi stood the CasMnm Aiscfaiodores, mentiooed by Bu- 
chanan, under the reign of James II. the remains of which are still 
visible. 

CUTTLE'S WEDDING. 
Page 267. 
The music and words of this song wen composed by a Mr 
Smith, who followed, as minrifisni the variegated fortunes of the 
late pretender, Prince Charles Edward Stewart, at CuUoden, and 
many other places. He at length settled in Peterhead as a violin 
player, upon which instrument he exeeUed. The wedding took 
place at a small ale-house in a filling village Alleft Il»um lithe, 
parish of St Fergus, about sixty years ago ; being iMt was called a 
siller or penny wedding. CiHtie was the nickname of the bride- 
groom« who was a fisherman ; and, to this day, a small rivulet 
that passed his house retains the name of ^ Cuttie*s Bum**— hk 
name and family, in other respects, aieextiaot. Ihaveheavlof 
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an old woman- called ^^ Cuddie," wbo has also been immorCa^ 
Uzed by some kind poet in four lines, which run thus :— 

There was an auld wife, they ca*d her Cuddie, 
And a* body said she wou*d gang to the wuddie ; 
Bm yet she die*t wi* a better commend. 
For die danced hencM dead atberain boot end ! 

MISS GORDON OP GICfHTU 
Page 258. 
I need not say, tlft following song has been written by a Scettisb 
bard, who had been dissatisfied with the marriage of Bfiss Gordon 
of Gight to John Byron, son of Admiral Byron. They were fa- 
ther and mother of the late much Uunented but immortal Lord 
ByxtMi. 

THE LITTLE MAN. 
Page 963. 
A ballad someiHiat similar in name and cireomstaaoef, it to br 
fbond in tome old Collections of BaQids ; but tte is the only 
genuine copy with which I ever met The scene of the meeting 
is in the Gariodi, at the fbot of Benachie, a high momtain in 
Aberdeenshire; a place long and justly celebrated for the ntctumal 
▼isits of the filfin tndn, to whidi this romantic ballad seems to 
relate. 

THE POOR AULD MAIDENS. 
Page 264. 
This earioas ditty was written during the sovereignty of Jamea 
the Third, King of Scotland, and consequently seariy four hun- 
dred years old. 

THE GUISE OF TYRIE. 
Page 266. 
The hero of Mb curious song was the Reveread Mi Andreir 
Cant, a diancler mndi cdebiated in tlM history of the Umbiai 
of Scotland in the seventeenth ccBtary. His indndmcDt to the- 
pastoral charge of the parish of Tyrie, of fducfa he waa the fint Pro- 
testantminiitfiri having gtven great olfaiee to the rabbtei mt$ of 
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^MB coM p oti d dM Gwmt ef Tyrie. Mr Cant bdag an sfowtd 
flMBy to an, and wtry thing tint aafoond of Popay^ bang boanU 
cd in tha home of Mr Foibet, the pvoprielor of BoyndUe, iriay 
wai a P^iet, in hit bed-room were hung a gi^eat many of the 
Saints* pictmei. Having an mwnkm to thete, be ragttested that 
they migjht bo triun down. Tha laiid, to pkasa hif gnert, took 
down St Peter, and hung up tha pictore of Mr Cant, with these 



Come down, St Peter, 
Ye snperstitioa saint, * 
And let up your better— 
Mrg^drew Cant. 

THE FAUSE LOVE^. 
Page 268. - 
In an the printed CoOoetians of Old BaUadi I hare as yet con^ 
mhed I have found great defiaeaoes, sach as giving mutilated fe^- 
BMnls ht aanqpMa eopias, wUeh I have endaavQiiiad» as much a# 
peasibk, to av<etf. Thaoqlyw^linasof this baUad I have ever 
aet with in pHnt wfio pnblishad hj Mr Herd. 

ROBYN'S TESMENT. 
Pi«e27S. 
This little piece, I am convinced, is very old, as its stile and 
hngvage, although modernized, win testify. I We every reason 
to think it has been aonq^oaed nnte tht dood of disguise, upon 
soma great famUy, and on oo«ia partioular event, though now vok" 
known ; na was the bdlad wf tha ^ ITniH" csiapoiid JOB X«9d Lsn- 
noK*a kiva to a daughter ti I^oid Bkntyra's.** 

RICHABD^S MARY. 

P«go275^ 

Mary Mcftimer was the nmom oi this ladji^ who vm a staunch 

Papist in HlfEnfia. Whfu h#r husband diad^ An spent aU her 

living «• psiista in pw>ying.hiai out of pmpitary, whonoa his spi« 

rit had goM fBff tb« p«vlficatian of his souL 
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• THE CUNNING CLERK. ^ 

Page 278. 
This humorous ballfld is local, but very old. Collieston, wberc 
the scene is laid, it a small fishing town on the east coast of Aber- 
deenshire, once so justly famed as being the rendezvous of Dutch 
and flushing smugglers. That spirit with which the ballad com- 
mences is kept up through the whole with great naivete and edat. 
It belongs to a class rarely to be met with. I nevtt saw any one 
in print bear the smallest resemblance to it. My worthy fne^H in 
Paisley was kind eiSmgh as to send me a copy of one somewhat* 
similar in incident, as taken down from the redtatum of an old 
woman in that quarten 9 

Clerks are often introduced-to the ngtice of the public, by Ihtold 
rhymesters, in their antiquated ballads : but we are not *n<vw to 
suppose them to be jou ia n ym en shop-keepers^ aceoontants, law- 
yers* assbtants, alias scribes, nor book-keepers, but joumejmaen 
priests, who were wont to do the drudgery of the higher orders of 
the Romish church, and were a class of men wdl skilled in the 
art of debauchery, &c 

THE CLERKS OF OXENFORD. 
Page«81. 
These young gentlemen, were the sons ofthe Laird of Oxenford, 
who had given them a part of all the education that that place of 
ihe country coiiTd bciast, and afterwards were sent to BiUsbury, « fa- 
mous town at ihftt time celebrated for its seminaries of learning. 
Here the young men, although particularly warned ofthe danger, 
and advised not to come too near the persons of the mayor*s daug^ 
ters, forgot their parents* injunction at parting, and became ena- 
moured of the young women, which reached the mayor's ears, laid 
pioved their destiny. Although their lives had been requested by 
tfadr father, and also by theur lovers, the mayor's daughters, he 
caused them l:^h to be hanged^ — This must have been in the time 
of the feudal law^i- 

END OF THE FIRST VOLUM^. 



w. 41TKEM, rmiNTEK. 
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